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From the genius behind Tetsuo: The Iron M an, 
Tokyo Fist & Snake of June. 

a Shinya Tsukamoto Film 
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malice spreads like disease 





Kadokawa Shoten Publishing, WOWOW and Pony Canyon, present 
Naoki Hosaka “MPD-PSYCHO" Tomoko Nakajima, Rieko Miura, Nae Yuki and Ren Osugi. 
Cinematography by Naosuke Imaizumi. Edited by Yasushi Shimamura. 

Music byTsugutoshi Goto. Executive Producer Yoshihisa Nakagawa. 

Produced by Toshihiro Sato, Naoki Abe. Based on the original idea and novel by Eiji Otsuka. 
Written by Eiji Otsuka. Directed byTakashi Miike 



■ Special Packaging - outer slipcase with original artwork 
featuring embossed eyeball. 

• From cult film director Takashi Miike 

(AUDITION, ICHI THE KILLER, ONE MISSED CALL, BOZU) 

■ The first of three DVDs - each DVD features two chapters 
of this six part miniseries which ran on television in 

Japan (equivalent of a HBO channel) 

• The third DVD will feature a bonus disc of special features 
Sin and Memories of Drifting Pedals 

A sadistic criminal is turning his victims into human flower pots. Detective 
Amamiya Kazuhiko is called out of early retirement to work on the case, which 
is tied to horrific events in his past. His new wife goes 
missing and a mysterious cult with barcodes 
tattooed on their eyeballs surfaces to wreak 
havoc on the city. 

The Method of a Working World 

A brutal serial murderer cuts babies from 
their mothers' wombs in what appears to 
be a copycat crime from five years earlier. 

All of the women have barcodes tattooed on 
their eyeballs. The victims, under some sort 
of hypnosis, purchase the surgical quality 
knives used to kill them the day before their 
murders! As Detective Amamiya's wife 
wanders the city in a trance, he discovers 
someone from his past is involved in 
the crime wave... 






If You Think 
You’ve Seen It All. 



F rom producer JUNJI ITO (UZUMAKI,TOMIE) and writer/director HIDEYUKI 
KOBAYASHI comes a new kind of horror. Marino loves her Marronnier doll 
that was unfortunately made by a demented genius who uses a diabolical 
machine to turn human beings into wax dolls. 

His assistant, Numai, is even more insane and takes a fancy to Marino. He 
begins to stalk her, and when that isn’t enough, he takes Marino and her 
friends prisoner, plunging them into a dream-world of living dolls and satin 
wedding gowns, hacked body parts and bondage! 

In his underground lair, Numai’s girl-dolls come to life and start killing 
everyone. It's a nightmare! 

MARRONNIER is definitely not for the faint of heart. 

US PRE-ORDER: MAY 10, 2005 US RELEASE: JURE 7, 2005 

CON PRE-ORDER: MAY 24, 2005 CDN RELEASE: JUNE 28, 2005 

US MSRP $19.98 • CDN SRP $22.99 (KH) • ELT-DV-6277 




u-zu-ma-ki :n. 

1. A spiral; a curve on a plane that circles around a 
fixed center point. 2. A vortex; esp. a whirling mass 
that sucks everything within its vicinity inexorably 
toward its center. 3* Something new to he afraid of. 


From the land that brought us RINGU (The 
Ring) comes UZUMAKI (Spiral). The inhabi- 
tants of a small Japanese seaside town 
come under the influence of a strange 
force that causes an obsession with spiral 
forms. One by one, the townspeople fall 
under its spell. The horror manifesting itself 
in different ways, its geometric pattern 
giving snails, food, and even the swirl of 
fingerprints an eerie quality that drives 
the inhabitants of Kurozou gradually insane. 
Kirie, a young schoolgirl, is the first to 
notice the strange behavior in friends and 


neighbors and is powerless to prevent the 
obsession that is overwhelming everyone 
around her. In one or two cases the victims 
fall prey to the spiral through their own 
weaknesses — a student who is always 
late to school starts exhibiting signs of 
unnatural snail-like growths on his body, 
while another exhibitionist student finds 
herself the centre of a spiral of attention. 
Eventually the townspeople begin descend- 
ing on a self-inflicted and self-perpetuating 
spiral of terror. 


[UZUMAKI is a'superb piece o f fantasy cinema.^ 


AVAILABLE NOW! US MSRP $1 9.98 • CDN SRP $22.99 (KH) • ELT-DV-825 


Visit us online at www.elitedisc.com 
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SICK INSIDE THE MACHINE 16 

A look at maverick Japanese filmmaker Shinya 
Tsukamoto, whose films are finally being issued in North 
America, beginning with Tetsuo: The Iron Man, his ter- 
rifying fusion of skin and metal forged in the fires of 
industrial angst and perverse sexual extremes. Plus: 
Author Tom Mes delves further inside the career and 
canon of Japan s cyber-horror visionary. 
by Dave Alexander and Tom Mes 

GENERATION BLACK 24 

Granted, adolescence is a confusing time, but the world 
never seemed weirder and more nightmarish than in 
Black Hole, Charles Burns' comic book ode all the 
anxieties that ever plagued a teenager. 
by Gary Butler 

EFFIGIES OF ANGUISH 30 

In the past Rue Moigue has examined the popularity of 
horror toys that are based on everything from classic 
movie monsters to serial killers and historical madmen. 
Now Parastone Studios in the Netherlands brings to life 
an unusual line of sculptures lifted from some of the 
world s darkest paintings. Plus: A Medieval Monster 
Manifesto! 

by Jovanka Vuckovic and Ed van Rosmalen 

GRIM GLAMOUR 34 

He is a favourite of Alice Cooper and a host of modern 
Scream Queens. His name is Ward Boult, and his 
photographs specialize in sin and sadism. 

by Emma Anderson 
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Movies. 

POST-MORTEM 7 

Letters from fans, readers and weirdos. 

DREADLINES 8 

News highlights, horror happenings. 

THE CORONER’S REPORT 12 

Weird stats and morbid facts. 

NEEDFUL THINGS 14 

Strange trinkets from our bazaar of the bizarre. 

CINEMACABRE 36 

The latest films, the newest DVDs and reissues. 

SCHIZOID CINEPHILE 54 

Mad musings from Chris Alexander. 

BLOOD IN FOUR COLOURS 56 

The horror comic book gospel. 

THE NINTH CIRCLE 59 
Books that bleed. 



TRAVELOGUE OF TERROR 64 

Philadelphia s Mutter Museum. 

THE GORE-MET 66 

Menu: Cannibal Ferox deluxe! 

AUDIO DROME 69 

Tunes from the tomb. 

PLAY DEAD 72 

New and upcoming games. 

CLASSIC CUT 76 

The Hilarious House of Frightenstein. 
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pparently, it’s pretty tough to make a good horror movie. Or, for that matter, a horror 
movie that doesn’t suck. You’ll get that impression loud and clear after a casual glance 
over our CineMacabre section this issue and last — a string of reviews that tell the woe- 
ful tale of suffering in theatres and at the home box office. Truth be told, Jovanka, Dave and I 
have been second-guessing ourselves and the staff because we can’t seem to like anything these 
days. 

So are we a bunch of film snobs who amassed too much knowledge of the genre and made our 
expectations unreasonable? Or has the market simply risen to a mountain of mediocrity that we 
have to tearfully scale to get to a single good movie? 

True, from time to time 1 have weathered the criticism that I expect too much from films, a 
refrain I heard often after I expressed my disappointment with House of 1000 Corpses, the Dawn 
of the Dead remake and Wes Craven’s Cursed. But I always counter that statement with a ques- 
tion: why shouldn’t I expect too much? 

After all, filmmaking is an expensive proposition, demanding the artistic talents of a commu- 
nity of people - usually professionals - backed by the kind of dollar figures that will take the 
average guy a lifetime of hard labour to generate. Cinema is nothing less than the opera of the 
modem age, an art form that incorporates all other art forms at its disposal - music, drama, spe- 
cial effects, literature, dance, visual art, photography - and crunches them into a calculated hour 
and a half of entertainment. This is true as much for a movie like Terror Firmer as it is for Jaws, 
so why shouldn’t we expect the very best? 

Maybe we should be asking what makes a good horror movie in the first place? Well, as has 
been patently proved time and again, effects isn’t it. That is to say that kick-ass effects from Gian- 
netto De Rossi are not going to make a kick-ass movie. (They will, however, add immeasurably 
to a good script - see Haute Tension, RM#37). 

Nor is money the key; the Carnival of Souls and Evil Deads of the genre have proven that only 
too effectively over the years. How about a suitably evil premise? Closer, but still not there. Great 
flicks like The Entity, The Shining and Return of the Living Dead are derivative of other movies, 
but they somehow manage to stand out from the imitators and become memorable films in their 
own right. So no, a cool premise will not a good movie make, which is why you will never know 
whether a film about a killer who terrorizes a small town is any good based on premise alone, 
especially if you don’t know whether the film I am referring to is Halloween or its virtually iden- 
tical and yet infinitely inferior sequel, Halloween II. 

So what makes a good horror movie? The answer is: talented people make good horror movies 
and, unfortunately, talent is the minority. But just because it is, doesn’t mean we have to be nice 
to everything else just so we can champion the genre during its downtime. Fuck that. 

We looked far and wide this issue to bring you something worth talking about, and found the 
cinema of Tokyo extremist Shinyi Tsukamoto, a guy you might remember from a cult flick called 
Tetsuo (a.k.a. The Iron Man) that dates back to the late ’80s, and is now being reissued in North 
America. It’s the kind of film that walks the fine line of the genre, like Eraserhead before it, to 
become one of those unforgettable cinematic experiences. And by the way, Tetsuo was shot on a 
dime, boasts sub-basement special effects and a non-existent premise. And in the absence of 
something new and interesting happening in the genre, we’re more than happy to push our own 
boundaries and introduce you to Tsukamoto ’s weird world. 

Audiences ought to expect too much from their movies, whether they be throwaway gore films 
or serious scare flicks, or anything else for that matter. The moment you begin expecting more, 
you’ll begin to discover how rare the truly great ones are. And that’s why we’ll never apologize 
for giving you a film section red with bitch slaps. 

RG 

rod@rue-morgue. com 
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CONGRATULATIONS on your coverage 
of the Amityville movies, murders and hauntings. 
Reading your expose really took me back to a 
spooky time of my youth. Honestly, I had given up 
on the remake but reading Scott Kosar’s words 
really got me looking forward to getting scared. 
Also, make that cover a poster — it rules! 

Philip Jeffreys - Dallas, Texas 

GREETINGS FROM MANILA! Began 
checking out your website right after an ex-girl- 
friend stumbled on an old, discount copy of your 
mag at a local bookstore. Have dug it ever since. 
Would just like to say you guys are doing a great 
job, though maybe you could broaden your distri- 
bution so Rue Morgue can reach Asia? There’s a 
small gothic-punk community here that just loves 
your stuff. 

Karl R. de Mesa - Quezon City, Philippines 

I WAS CHECKING OUT Rue Morgue 
Radio for the first time today and I must say I’m 
impressed. I worked for a “real” radio station in 
Knoxville, Tennesee and I must say that your inter- 
net radio sounded just as good as the station I 
worked at. You possess a very professional sound 
and I’m digging the music; fresh meat like The 
Creeping Cruds will keep me coming back for 
more. But here we go with the bashing: what the 
fuck is up with the Eminem? A couple of issues ago 
you bashed ICP in the Audio Drome section and 
then you turn around and play some ole mainstream 
bullshit. I love your mag but give a Juggalo a break. 

Name and address withheld 

I ALWAYS START by reading the letters, so I 
had to laugh after reading the complaint regarding 
nudity in the mag. First off, 1 don’t consider your 
publication reading material for children, it’s a 
HORROR mag, not Good Housekeeping ! By toning 
down your content, Rue Morgue would lose its edge 
as being a “no holds barred” magazine and succumb 
to the masses who feel that censorship will improve 
our already fucked up world! Keep the boobies in, 
and don’t change a thing! As for the Sick Top Six 
list of films featuring Necrophilia, one film that 
should have made the list: Lucker the Necrophagus, 
which came out some time in the ’80s and features 
the most vile, disturbing corpse-fucking scene in 
any flick I’ve come across. I just thought I’d point 
that one out to you, as I’m sure that whoever com- 
piled that list did not see this movie! 

Rob Kristmann - Whitby, Ontario 


JIM VANBEBBER IS JUST another tumour 
tucked inside the body of the American and world 
horror culture, another pretentious and self-con- 
tradicting trash auteur pumping Ebert praise and 
fangeek convention applause to excuse an 
exploitation film based on one of the greatest 
tragedies of the 20th century. Should we praise 
him in the sensitivity department for not including 
the Sharon Tate murder because of his ass-kissing 
love for Polanski, but forgo criticism of graphi- 
cally recreating all the other murders? Gotta love 
whenever a Gus Van Sant {Elephant), Spike Lee 
{Summer of Sam) or Jimmy VanBebber exploits a 
nationally recognized and culturally significant 
tragedy under the guise of self-important artistry 
wanting to demystify the event. The world cul- 
ture-film audience’s desensitization and sporadic 
need to commit ungodly horrific crimes derives 
from the fact that whenever American tragedy 
occurs, another soulless shit flick by way of 
direct-to-video or VanBebber crap offers an 
excuse for why it happened - we never see how 
we keep planting celluloid seeds to keep the sick 
cycle spinning. 

Elliot Passantino - address withheld 

I FOUND Don Hutchison’s article on the 
Shudder Pulps informative {RM #43), and a good 
introduction to that pulp genre. However, he 
failed to mention that weird menace stories are 
one of the most formulaic in all the pulps. He did 
say that it was a challenge for writers to adhere to 
this formula, but readers have an even harder time 
taking these stories seriously. All the illustrations 
and text paint a certain horrific picture which is 
explained away as false. The grisly corpse found 
by the hero? It was really a wax dummy planted 
by the villain. Weird visions and perceptions? All 
were drug-induced via substances put in wine by 
the villain. The real challenge to the reader is to 
guess which innocuous character turns out to be 
the monster in the wire and rubber suit with glow- 
ing paint on. No wonder science fiction fans 
looked down on these pulps. The only value they 
have are the hideous sensational covers and inte- 
rior illustrations, but knowing they are fake does 
take away some of the allure. 

Alfred Jan - Santa Clara, California 

RE: YOUR EDITORIAL (RM#43); I half 

agree with that. But while I think we’re designed 
to have a primordial fear of death I hope that 
we’re given it as an excuse to treat life with the 


respect it deserves for being a limited time offer. 
So make the best use of it we can - I think that’s 
one of the main points of being alive. I can’t 
prove life after death any more than I can prove 
it’s the final thing we face, but I just feel an inex- 
plicable hunch it’s not lights out. Go figure, all 
those years I was spending as an agnostic gone to 
waste. Mind you, you make good points, and I 
definitely think it’s a pretty near if not universal 
fear. Good reading, and food for thought as usual, 
man. I’ll be keeping an eye on what you folks are 
doing, as ever. 

Kevin Kennedy - address withheld 

FOR THE SECOND YEAR in a row you 
forgot the best horror convention in the country: 
Florida’s Screamfest. I attended the event in 2003 
and 2004, as well attending four other major con- 
ventions in the US, and Screamfest was better 
than all of them. Is there a specific reason you 
have failed to recognize the fastest growing con- 
vention in the country? 

Gina Martin - Fort Lauderdale, Florida 

Our apologies, it was an unfortunate oversight 
due to the existence of two Screamfests; one in 
Florida, the other in Los Angeles. Thanks for 
bringing it to our attention. 

I WOULD LIKE TO COMMEND 
YOU for giving an honest and unbiased review 
of the movie Murder-Set-Pieces in the last issue, 
but I really think that something should be said 
about the way they go about promoting their film 
and subtly insulting your magazine on your Mes- 
sage Boards. I for one have never been angry 
with a person on the Boards and 1 have been in 
some pretty heated discussions, but they have 
stepped into a community of people seemingly 
just to stir up trouble. 

Gabriel Lianas - address withheld 


We encourage readers to send their comments via mail 
or e-mail. Letters may be edited for length and/or content. 
Please send to info@rue-morgue.com or: 

POSTMORTEM 

c/o Rue Morgue Magazine 

2926 Dundas St. West, Toronto, ON, M6P 1Y8, Canada 
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Hammer to premiere Dracula - inspired fashion line 



Hammer House of Horror, the seminal 
British studio behind horror classics like 
Dracula: Prince of Darkness and The Curse 
of Frankenstein, have teamed up with 
renowned UK tailor/designer Gresham 
Blake to resurrect the fashions of their 
favourite villains and victims. The line, 
expected to be out in the next six months, 
will feature clothing inspired mainly from 
Hammer’s 1958 Dracula (a.k.a. Horror of 
Dracula), starring Christopher Lee and Peter 
Cushing. 

“Some of the things we’re going to do will 


be just like they were in the films - 
actual clothes like what Dracula 
and his victims wore,” Blake tells 
Rue Morgue. “Going along with 
that, we’re going to create a con- 
temporary conversion in some 
more modem suits.” 

Using stills from the film as 
inspiration, Blake has designed a 
collection that includes blood-red 
crushed velvets, top hats, Victori- 
an-influenced ruffled men’s shirts 
with button cuffs, blacker-than- 
black cashmere capes, ties 
embossed with the red Hammer 
logo and extravagant long coats 
and dresses dripping in lace and 
lush textures. 

Although he admits that many of 
the looks planned for the runway 
are extreme for everyday fare, 
Blake says he’s made a point of 
designing the twelve pieces so they 
can be broken up and worn with 
less lavish accessories. To that end, 
he promises the upscale gothic garb 
won’t leave people looking like bad Hal- 
loween hangovers. 

“The hardest thing is trying to make them 
not look theatrical or like you’ve just been 
to a costume shop,” says Blake. “The tailor- 
ing will be highly detailed and the dress- 
making will be done very, very well so it 
won’t look like a costume. We’re also trying 
to make it a little more diverse without tak- 
ing away from what these things were orig- 
inally.” 

Blake has plenty of experience with tailor- 
ing; his main business is creating made-to- 


order suits, and he’s created custom threads 
for the likes of actor Christian Slater and DJ 
Norman Cook. While the plunge from busi- 
ness attire to vampire chic may seem like a 
big one, Blake says he’s always loved goth- 
ic-inspired fashion. 

“The Hammer house is such a British 
institution and I grew up watching so many 
of their films,” he explains. “It’s kind of 
sexy, isn’t it? I think it’s a glamorous con- 
cept. It’s that whole idea of Dracula and his 
victims - who were always quite busty - 
looking fabulous.” 

Hammer and its associates produced hun- 
dreds of films between 1935 and 1984, but 
by the late ’70s the studio had become less 
of a force. New management in 2000 helped 
the House revive its spooky spoils with late- 
night TV showings and an extensive DVD 
catalogue, and, as Gresham notes, though 
the movies may have fallen out of the spot- 
light, their sinister influence never really 
went away. 

“That gothicness Hammer embodies sur- 
vives in everything from music to fashion,” 
he notes. “It’s just something that appeals to 
our dark side. The mysterious is sexy; the 
forbidden is appealing.” 

Currently, Hammer intends to sell Blake’s 
decadent duds online and in select bou- 
tiques. Some of the less expensive pieces, 
like the ties, will be mass-produced, while 
others will be made-to-order in limited sup- 
ply. Hammer also plans to release books, 
comics, replica toys and computer games in 
the upcoming months, although no further 
details have been made available as of press 
time. 

Heather Adler 
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Lions Gate to release Haute Tension and Undead, preps Saw 2 




It’s been over a year since the independent 
French film Haute Tension (RM#3 7) soaked 
screens red at the 28th Toronto International 
Film Festival and almost two years since the 
Australian zombie comedy Undead 
(RM#36) closed the Midnight Madness pro- 
gram of the 27th Annual TIFF and - after 
several false starts - fans can finally expect 
to catch both on the big screen this summer. 

Though the two highly-anticipated films 
secured distribution deals quickly through 
Lions Gate - a company with a track record 
for independent horror acquisitions, includ- 
ing Eli Roth’s Cabin Fever ( RM#33 ) and 
Lucky McKee’s May ( RM#34 ) - after their 
respective festival debuts, both Haute Ten- 
sion and Undead were put on a cooling rack 
while another distribution giant, Artisan, 
acquired the company. 

With the post-merger dust settled. Lions 
Gate is back on track with definitive release 
dates for the two films as well as production 
news on a couple of other heavy-hitting 
genre movies. Alex Aja’s survivalist shocker 
Haute Tension will see a wide release on 
June 3rd under its English title High Tension 
and the Spierig brothers’ zombie slapstick 
Undead will rear its head on the first of July 
with a limited theatrical run. 

In addition to their foreign acquisitions, 
the horror-heavy distribution company has 
also been producing films; post-production 
is wrapping up on The Devil s Rejects, Rob 
Zombie’s reportedly dead serious sequel to 
House of 1000 Corpses, currently set for a 


Undead releases July 1st. 


High Tension: Alex Aja’s survivalist vehicle finally hits theatres June 3rd. 


wide theatrical release on July 22. Lions 
Gate has also begun pre-production on the 
follow-up to another one of last year’s 
acquisitions, James Wan’s Saw, which head- 
lines a catalog of several horror films that 
the company has in store for 2005. 

More surprising than Lions Gate’s expedi- 
tive decision to produce a sequel is that Saw 
2 finds the franchise’s creators (Wan and co- 
writer/star Leigh Whannell) in executive pro- 
ducer roles as they pass the directorial duties 
on to 25-year-old director Darren Lynn 
Bousman. 

“[My new position] is less stressful,” Wan 
told Rue Morgue, “but 
the pressure is still there 
to keep the quality up, 
which is always a chal- 
lenge with sequels. Cre- 
ating a film that fits with 
our original vision 
remains my primary con- 
cern.” 

In Wan’s original film, 
the Jigsaw killer is 
revealed to be a terminal- 
ly ill madman who forces 
his captives to participate 
in a series of elaborate 
life-or-death games to 


teach them to appreciate their very exis- 
tence. Instead of a simple rehash of the first 
film, Wan says the sequel will dig deeper 
into the killer’s character, and establish him 
as much more than just a typical stalk-and- 
slash villain. 

“I think people are really intrigued to see 
what makes this guy tick,” he says. “With 
the first film, Jigsaw was hardly seen, but his 
presence was felt everywhere, but Saw 2 
will see Jigsaw get fleshed out as a human 
being, and the audience will find that he’s 
actually a pretty complex figure.” 

While the sequel is sure to feature more of 
Jigsaw’s diabolical deathtraps. Wan main- 
tains that, as much as everyone would like 
Saw 2 to be a movie of great set pieces, he 
sees it as a character study movie above 
everything else. 

“Jigsaw is on his last leg,” Wan reveals 
about where the sequel picks up. “He’s look- 
ing to beat his illness, and he believes his 
last set of games, will provide him with the 
cure for his cancer - immortality.” 

Saw 2 is being shot in Toronto over spring, 
and is slated to hit theatres in time for Hal- 
loween 2005. Updates on the progress of the 
film can be found on the official website: 
www.saw2.com. 

Jovanka Vuckovic and Paul Corupe 
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Canadian Transylvanian Society 
celebrates 10th anniversary in Toronto 




www.canuxploitation.com 
RM scribe Paul Corupe’s extensive online repository 
welcomes web surfers to dive into the “murky world of 
Canadian exploitation cinema.” It includes a robust 
catalog of reviews from many genres including our 
own, feature stories, interviews and a recommended 
reading list. An excellent primer to Canadian B-cinema. 
www.kevincross.net 

Expertly-illustrated ghouls, ghoulinas and a whole 
eerie slew of undead rock ’n’ rollers are waiting for 
you in Kevin Cross’ grim galleries. Selected as Rue 
Morgue's best album cover art of 2002 {RM#31) for 
his work with the band Pitch Black, Cross’ spooky 
style has also crept off the canvas to comics and 
skatedecks. 

www.ludd.luth.se/~silver_p/kutna.html 
A visitor’s homage to the Sedlec Ossuary (a Christian 
chapel decorated in bones) in the Czech town of 
Kutna Hora, this site offers an exceptionally detailed 
visual tour of the bone-decorated house of worship. 
Also included is a history of the Ossuary and infor- 
mation for potential visitors. 
www.thefrown.com/blockdeath 
The sick minds behind Block Death present a Lego- 
fied Museum of Horrors; witness the terrors of The 
Gallows, The Rack and a wide variety of occupation- 
al and domestic hazards. Lego likely didn’t have 
these scenarios in mind when they created their 
child-friendly, ridiculously successful interlocking 
bricks. 

www.uweboll.com 

These days domains are hijacked for all manners of 
nefarious and hilarious purposes, but the intent 
behind this site might just be the funniest of the lot. 
Says it all, plain and simple. 


NiiSiT THE ROE MQRTUARV, 

ROE MORGUE’S OFFiCiAl 
MESSAGE BOARD AT 
^ WWW.ROE-MQRGOE.GQM/FQROMS 
AND JQiN OSSSS! 


Since the publication of Bram Stoker's 
Dracula in 1897, the vampire archetype has 
become so richly wound with metaphor - 
reflecting everything from the fear of foreign 
ideologies to the terror of sexually communi- 
cated diseases and the brooding introspection 
of loneliness - that it’s no wonder it has 
grown into a legitimate field of study. This 
June 3 to 5, a branch of the most organized 
group pursuing the vampire from a scholarly 
angle will be descending on Toronto to cele- 
brate its 10th anniversary. 

The event is designed for and hosted by the 
Canadian Chapter of the Transylvanian Soci- 
ety of Dracula, a 14-year-old cultural/histor- 
ical organization based in Romania and 
divided into four chapters in as many coun- 
tries. The event, which kicks off on the first 
weekend of the month, will start at the Uni- 
versity of Toronto with a symposium and 
presentation of academic papers covering the 
enormous spectrum of vampire culture in 
film, literature, TV and, more ominously, 
reality. 

“One paper is entitled The Fictional Vam- 
pire: Tiger or Pussycat?; we’re going to have 
a look at the evil vampire versus the sympa- 
thetic vampire, from Stoker to Rice,” says 
Elizabeth Miller, long-time Dracula scholar 
and president of the TSD’s Canadian Chap- 
ter. “The second panel is going to be on the 
vampire scene today, we’re going to look at 
a whole range of interesting vampires, as a 
cult thing, as a fan thing, as a dangerous 
thing. From the harmless role-players to the 
ones who take this beyond the limits - peo- 
ple who are actually into violent activity.” 

Topics may include anything from the 
Nigerian Ogboni vampire cult, a troupe of 
clandestine cannibals, to the recent mistrial 
in Toronto’s “Johnathan” case; the violent 
murder of a child by teens with a purported 
“vampire fetish.” 

Miller has a tentative list of scholars and 
graduate students scheduled for participa- 
tion. A professor from BC will be discussing 
Dracula and Jack the Ripper; another, from 
East Carolina, is set to examine Van Helsing; 
and a host of graduate students are expected 
to present a score of vampire papers covering 



Canadian Vampire Expert Elizabeth Miller. 

everything from Buffy to Lestat. 

“It’s a very good mix,” Miller says. “Even 
the academic section is not all theoretical 
scholarship. It’s culture-based material 
everyone will be able to identify with.” 

Day two will feature event headliner 
Chelsea Quinn Yarbro, a prolific author of 
vampire stories, including Hotel Transylva- 
nia and Midnight Harvest , and herself a 
member of the TSD. Yarbro will appearing at 
the Lillian H. Smith Library on College 
Street to speak about her body of work. 

The Canadian Chapter, which is 85 strong, 
includes stateside members and, because of 
the wide range of interpretations under the 
Dracula umbrella, membership is quite 
diverse. 

“Some of our members range from lab 
technicians to Roman Catholic priests,” says 
Miller. “We have a couple of psychologists 
and a computer programmer; we have a cou- 
ple retired people, and a couple of graduate 
students. I think the thing that probably keeps 
me at this the most is that interest in it is so 
widespread. It’s not just confined to people in 
fantasy or science fiction. It’s all across the 
spectrum.” 

The Transylvanian Society’s 10th Anniver- 
sary conference has limited openings for 
non-members. For more information on the 
event, or to join the society, contact Elizabeth 
Miller at emiller@mun.ca. 

Paul Carlucci 


Bump in the Night Productions 

presents the official 

i 

www.BumplnTheNightProductions.com 

Call (707) 642-6666 • Fax: (707) 642-6667 
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Seel Toys' presents 





A brand new series comprised of your favorite 
heroes and villains from classic Horror. Sci-Fi. 
and Action Movies. Each figure is highly detailed 
and comes complete with movie accurate 
accessories and display bases. 







NECA 

www.necaonline.com 



Available Now 
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Weird Stats 


Horrid Pacts 


+ Provided that both parties are blood donors, it is legal to duel in Paraguay. 


'i - •' . 


+ For Silence of the Lambs Anthony Hopkins based Hannibal Lecter’s voice 
and speech patterns on Truman Capote and Katherine Hepburn. 


+ Between the 18th and early 19th century in England there were only about 
seventeen criminal offenses that were punishable by hanging; these included 
murder, sodomy, forgery, maiming and the theft of livestock. All other offenses 
typically resulted in the convicted being shipped off to Australia or America. 


+ While shooting the original Exorcist , director William Friedkin kept sever- 
al guns loaded with blanks hidden around the set. He would then sneak up 
behind actors and fire off a round to get them to jump at appropriate moments. 


+ Ichthyophobia is defined as the fear of fish (H.P. Lovecraft suffered from 
this). 


+ On August 12th, 2003, seven Egyptian slaughterhouse workers drowned in 
the vat of animal blood they were cleaning up. 


+ The population of organisms that live on the skin of any one person is 
greater than the population of humans on Earth. 


+ Drowning accounts for 90 percent of the deaths that occur during a hurri- 
cane. 


+ The original Halloween's budget was so low that the actors had to provide 
their own wardrobe. Jamie Lee Curtis bought her Laurie Strode outfit at JC 
Penney for $ 1 00. 


+ The words “assassination” and “bloodstained” were invented by William 
Shakespeare. 


+ Winnipeg, Canada-based DJ Eduardo Sanchez went missing in October 
2002; his body was discovered fourteen months later behind a wall in the 
basement of an Osborne Village nightclub after police received complaints of 
a “suspicious odor.” Authorities believe Sanchez crawled behind the wall, 
suffocated and remained entombed there for over a year. 



+ The country of Mozambique proudly displays an AK-47 assault rifle on its 
national flag. 


+A recent Gallup poll revealed that 69 percent of Americans believe their 
souls will go “somewhere” after death. 


RUE m5rGUE 


-compiled by Monica S. Kuebler and John W. Bowen 
Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 
Send it through to info@rue-morgue.com. 





THRILLS AND CHILLS 

FROM DIRECTOR KIYOSHI KUROSAWA 

In the spirit of The Ring and The Grudge, 
and on DVD for the first time! 



SEANCE 

A couple’s hoax goes 
terrifyingly awry in this 
unsettling aud atmospheric 
shocker from one of Japans 
new masters of horror. 
Stars Koji Yakusho 
(Shall We Dance, Cure). 



CHARISMA 

A disgraced Tokyo 
detective (Koji Yakusho) 
finds himself embroiled 
in a tense struggle 
revolving around a 
gnarled, forbidding 
tree. Can he redeem 
himself, and “restore 
the rides of the world?” 


“A great classic movie, and one you should 
seriously consider adding to your collection." 

-Snowblood Apple 


“A fascinating, enthralling and rewarding film, 
one that keeps its audience thinking, guessing 
and wondering at every turn.” 

-Tom Mes, Midnight Eye 


AVAILABLE ON DVD 5-17-05 


SPINE-TINGLING HORROR NOW AVAILABLE ON DVD 



Rent it at 


NETFLIX 

Anil bny it wherever fine DVDs are sold! 


HOME VISION 


HV 


ENTERTAINMENT 


gyp 

S«Mts ©JOBS frSSc&ft. is. AS mMs reserved. 


www.homevision.com 



DR. TONGUE LATEX MASK J 

$60 USD ' 

Why rip your own jaw off for a Halloween costume when you can slip on one of 
these highly-detailed latex masks and look just as good? And ladies, if you've ever 
fantasized about making out with Day of the Dead's most grisly zombie, this mask 
s could double as the ultimate sex toy. 

Get undead at www.bumpinthenightproductions.com. 


PURSECUT10N OUIJA 

BOARD PURSE HSig 

$49 USD 

Now this is what we call S.*) 

multi-functional: a supernatu- 

rally stylish stashcase for your B ~ttt -w- 
black lipstick and white powder B -JO. >■ 

that also conjures the dead! These jjgjgj 

one-of-a-kind Ouija handbags 
belong to the Pursecution Board Game line which also 
includes Operation and Monopoly. Restless spirits not included. 
Summon yours at www.thepursecution.com. 


GOTHIC BABY JUMPERS 

$14.95 USD each 

Look what the spooky stork dropped off! Now that you've successfully produced a Hellspawn, wel- 
come your new arrival with one of four Gothic Baby Jumpers that the Prince of Darkness himself would 
be proud of. For baby beasts aged 1 2 to 1 8 months. 

Dress your demon child at http://postmortemprod.tripod.com. 


ALCHEMICAL DRAGON SOAPS 
10 oz. Skull Soap on a Rope $12 USD 
4 oz. Mini Skull Soaps $5 USD 

Who needs Lever when you can wash your 2000 putrid parts with Skull 
Soap on a Rope? Available in ancient scents like Dragons Blood and 
t Frankincense and Myrrh, you’ll wonder how your daily bloodbath was 
ever complete without them. 

Bathe your bones at 
www.alchemic-dragon.com. 
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A NEW HORROR-COMEDY MINISERIES 3Y 

BRUCE CAMPBELL DAVID GOODMAN RICK REMENDER HILARY BARTA 
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Text and illustrations of Man With the Screaming Brain™ © 2005 Bruce Campbell and David Goodman. 

Dark Horse Comics® is a trademark of Dark Horse Comics. Inc., registered in various categories and countries. All rights reserved. 
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DARK HORSE COMICS 
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Nothing cuts closer to 
■ the bone than body 
horror -those 
flesh-borne fears of 
mutation, infection and 
H monstrous loss of 
self-control. David 
f Cronenberg built a career 
/ on it, but maverick 
Japanese filmmaker 


took the concent in a wild 
new direction with a 
terrifying fusion of skin 
and metal forged in the 
fires of industrial angst 
and perverse sexual 
extremes... 


n black and white, blood looks like motor 
oil. And in filmmaker Shinya Tsukamoto’s 
world, it signifies the perfect nightmare, 
the kingdom of the Iron Man. It begins with a 
nondescript Everyman entering an ominous 
junkyard. He slices open his leg, and thick, 
dark liquid erupts from the cut before painful- 
ly, perhaps pleasurably, he forces a metal rod 
into his flesh. But as the man feverishly tries 
to tie it into place, his grunts of agony become 
a shriek of horror - the wound is suddenly 
writhing with maggots. He takes to the streets 
screaming, only to be run down by a car. A 
jagged metal sign proclaims “New World.” 

Welcome to the unforgettable opening 
scene of The Iron Man (a.k.a. Tetsuo: The 
Iron Man), Tsukamoto’s 1988 genre-shaking 
first feature, which twists surreal industrial 
technophobia, diseased sexual hysteria and 
gory body horror into a thrashing, electrified 
mutant of a movie. Set to a pounding indus- 
trial soundtrack, the 67-minute film is a hal- 
lucinatory cyberpunk terror-trip that sees a 
businessman mysteriously develop an infec- 
tion that morphs his body into a jagged, 
spurting fusion of flesh and metal. As the line 
between man and machine is destroyed, his 
spastic, disease-like transformation results in 
a dangerous teenage-like sexuality, an equal- 
ly freakish enemy, and a yen for carnage. As 


the Iron Man, he’s a destructive symbol of urban 
alienation run amok. 

Informed as much by the stark monochromat- 
ic paranoia of David Lynch’s Eraserhead, the New 
Flesh obsessions of David Cronenberg, and the 
creepy stop-motion animation of Jan Svankmajer, 
as it was by the stylistic excesses of anime/manga, 
old Japanese creature flicks and the director’s 
own monster theatre background, the now-leg- 
endary Tetsuo has influenced filmmakers like 
Darren Aronofsky (Pi, Requiem fora Dream), David 
Fincher (Alien 3, Se7en), Takashi Miike (a few of 
whose films Tsukamoto has acted in, including 
Ichi the Killei), and Shozin Fukui (Rubber’s Lover, 
964 Pinocchio-, see RM#44). 

Born and raised in Tokyo, where the rapid 
growth of the city influenced his industrial neu- 
roses, the 45-year-old Tsukamoto first found 
inspiration in a black and white TV fantasy show 
called Ultra Q, the brainchild of Eiji Tsuburaya, a 
special effects wizard celebrated for his work on 
rubber-suit Toho films, including Godzilla and 
Rodan. Displaying an early interest in live the- 
atre and painting, Tsukamoto eventually earned 
a Fine Arts degree before taking a job in com- 
mercial film working on ad jingles. Disillusioned, 
he soon turned his back on career security to 


form a traveling theatre troupe in 1985. 

This led him back to an interest in filmmaking, 
and in 1986 he made an eighteen-minute short 
called The Phantom of Regular Size, which he 
followed in 1987 with the 47-minute Adventures 
of Electric Rod Boy( both of which strongly fore- 
shadow Tetsuo). After exploding to international 
acclaim the next year with The Iron Man, 
Tsukamoto followed that film up with a sort-of 
sequel (really a reworking) called Tetsuo: Body 
Hammer, which was shot in colour and further 
develops an obsession with weaponry. 

In total, Tsukamoto has made eight features, 
all of which he’s written, and most of which he’s 
produced, shot, edited and acted in. All of his 
movies are very dark and contain perverse and 
shocking elements - usually involving bodies 
being violated, humiliated or broken by some 
form of technology. They are not so much genre 
films as they are experiments with the genre. No 
question, Tsukamoto is a fringe filmmaker in 
every sense of the word - one who continually 
explores sexually-laced themes of body trans- 
formation, whether it’s in the form of the literal 
wired skin of the Tetsuo films or the subtle hor- 
ror of performing an autopsy on a loved one in 
his latest work Vital (2004). 


Considering the glut of material written about 
Cronenberg and Lynch, Tsukamoto’s impact on 
other filmmakers, and his brush with Quentin 
Tarantino, it’s surprising the director’s work flies 
so far under the radar in North America. That’s 
about to change, however, thanks to Tartan 
Video, which is releasing special edition DVDs of 
several of Tsukamoto’s films - including both 
Tetsuo movies - as part of its Asia Extreme 
series. Also, Tsukamoto’s Hiruko the Goblin will 
be released this spring by Media Blasters. 

Additionally, this summer, the first English lan- 
guage book about Tsukamoto will be released 
by author Tom Mes (see sidebar), who previous- 
ly penned Agitator: The Cinema of Takashi Miike 
(both on FAB Press) and contributes reviews of 
Tsukamoto's features to this issue. Seventeen 
years after his breakthrough film, and in the 
midst of a Japanese horror boom that doesn’t 
encompass his outsider style, the filmmaker 
may finally get hardwired into the North Ameri- 
can cult film consciousness. 

With the help of a translator, Rue Morgue 
spoke with Shinya Tsukamoto at his home in 
Japan in March. 



Body Work: Tetsuo II: Body Hammer, and (opposite 
a climactic scene from Tetsuo 


You’ve said before that from an early age you were fasci- 
nated by a Japanese TV show from the '60s called Ultra Q, 
which featured Godzilla-type creatures. What is it about 
the show that influenced you? 

Ultra Q is an old black and white TV drama here in Japan. It’s 
something that influenced me since childhood with images 
I’ve had in mind since then. Every episode a monster 
would appear, but what made it different is that it 
took place in a very everyday environment. It was a 
very interesting combination, and a new realism 
for me. 

Later, you formed the Kaiju Theatre 
troupe. What sort of productions did you 
put on, and how did this lead to Tetsuo: 

The Iron Man? 

The monster that the name [Kaiju] is 
derived from is a sea monster. In the 
beginning we did live theatre with mon- 
ster-type elements. The theatre we were 
doing, which was about twenty years ago, 
was really a handmade thing. The cast 
also worked behind the scenes to pro- 
duce, doing everything by hand, and they 
became the same ones who made Tetsuo. 


Considering all of the costume effects, 
stop-motion animation and fast-paced 
editing, it must’ve taken a long time to com- 
plete the film. For such an ambitious indepen 
dent feature, was it expensive to make? 

I can’t tell you exactly how much it cost 







\\ 
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WHENEVER TECHNOLOGY BECOMES MORE ESSENTIAL THAN THE HUMAN 
BEING, THEN IT BECOMES PROBLEMATIC.’’ - SHINYA TSUKAMOTO 


because I had do everything from lighting to 
writing - the whole production - by myself. 
Time-wise, it took me about a year to make. 

More importantly, what is this film about? 
Who or what is the Iron Man? 

I personally think it is the process in which 
human beings start to become “Iron "; that is, it's 
some kind of human condition. When I was 
doing the film, I was preoccupied with chaos, so 
I was trying to integrate the horror with the sci- 
ence fiction that I had within me." 

What’s the nature of the horror in Tetsuo ? 
What happens within this movie is this: some- 
times, within the world, there are things that 
come from outside to get you and they change 
you, but here I’m more afraid of something that 
comes from your insides. The inside of the main 
character in Tetsuo starts to change into iron. 
What I’m telling you I’m afraid of is that there are 
certain things inside you that can change into 
something else. 

Where does this fear come from? 

The time that I grew up in is known as a high 


development era, so all of a sudden buildings 
were growing all over while I was also growing. 
And buildings were made of iron, but at the 
same time they stirred some kind of feeling 
within me towards them. The buildings were not 
just objects - they had some kind of feeling. 
There is an ambivalence towards those things 
that just start to grow when there was nothing 
there before but an open field, there is an 
ambivalent feeling; I wanted to go back to the 
open field where there were no buildings before. 

Technophobia is a common theme in Japan- 
ese horror, it obviously shapes your films, 
but it has also been said that in your movies 
technology is empowering, such as when 
The Iron Man in Tetsuo 2 becomes both a 
monster and a living weapon. 

I believe technology and the human being can 
maintain a good relationship. That would be the 
ideal, but whenever technology becomes more 
essential than the human being, then it becomes 
problematic. 

Recently you announced plans to finally 
make a third Tetsuo movie. Body Hammer is 


more concerned with weaponry and whole- 
sale destruction than the first Tetsuo. What’s 
in store for part three? 

The main character in Tetsuo 3 will be an Amer- 
ican within the Tokyo environment - an Ameri- 
can becoming an Iron Man in Tokyo! 

Will it be geared more towards horror, like 
the first one, or more towards science fic- 
tion, like the second? 

About ten years ago it was proposed to do that 
kind of story, so I kept thinking about it, but to 
tell you the truth, I don’t have a definite script 
yet. The idea is still cooking in my mind. It won’t 
be just horror, but also largely in the direction of 
science fiction. At the moment I'm thinking it’s 
really interesting to include an American in the 
series, but I'm not sure about any of the other 
details. 

In the Tetsuo films, and in many of your other 
subsequent movies, like Bullet Ballet and A 
Snake of June, you cast yourself in very 
sado-masochistic roles. Why is this? 

In the end, I think I enjoy both the sadistic and 
the masochistic corruptors that are inside me. 
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This June, FAB Press will publish the first North American book on influential filmmaker Shinya Tsukamoto. 
Author Tom Mes delves further inside the career and canon of Japan's cyber-horror visionary. 


Iron Man. 

Tne crnema oi Shinya Tsukamoto 


40 * 



by Dave Alexander 


here’s a dark and perverse electric current running through the films of Shinya 
Tsukamoto, and few are as plugged into it as writer/critic Tom Mes. The Asian horror 
expert, who founded and serves as editor of the online magazine MidnightEye.com 
which specializes in “the latest and best of Japanese cinema”, set out to expose the surreal- 
ist horror of Tetsuo director Shinya Tsukamoto in an upcoming book about the celebrated cult 
filmmaker: Iron Man: The Cinema of Shinya Tsukamoto (FAB Press). 

Mes, originally from Holland and now living in Paris, also penned FAB’s Agitator: The Cine- 
ma of Takashi Miike (RM#33), and has been instrumental in introducing the Western world to 
the works of Kiyoshi Kurosawa (Cure, Kairo), Kinji Fukasaku (Battle Royale), Mamoru OshT 
(Ghost in the Shell) and, of course, Miike (RM #33). None of them, he says, have gotten under 
his skin quite like Tsukamoto. 

Rue Morgue spoke to Tom Mes in April. 



I was very surprised that no one had ever done 
a book about Tsukamoto before, actually. He’s 
been around for so long and has such a strong 
international following, especially among sci-fi 
and horror fans, that he seemed one of the most 
obvious candidates for book treatment. For me 
personally he’s been hugely important, because 
it was discovering his films in the early ’90s that 
turned me on to contemporary Japanese 
movies, which have since become my livelihood. 
My second book The Midnight Eye Guide to New 
Japanese Film, which I co-wrote with Jasper 
Sharp, includes a chapter on Tsukamoto. For 
that I revisited all his films and was blown away 
by them all over again. They still have the same 
power as when I first saw them ten years ago. 
This really gave me the incentive to start digging 
deeper. 


Tsukamoto is a real independent filmmaker, in 
the purest sense of the word: he finds funding by 
himself and produces his own films from his 
own scripts, with no outside interference. I felt it 
was very important to show the kind of context 
someone like him has to work in, how he can 
survive as an independent filmmaker. He pretty 
much refuses to work as a director-for-hire; he’s 
very maverick and has been working the same 
way for his entire career. So that aspect of him 
was something I wanted to try to express too. As 
a result, the book became more about the back- 


ground and production circumstances of his 
films, and it ended up a lot less focused on 
analysis. 


If you were to put David Cronenberg and Ridley 
Scott in his Alien/Blade Runner period in a 
blender, let the results simmer on Tokyo asphalt, 
and raise it on an exclusive diet of Japanese 
monster movies, you would get something 
resembling Shinya Tsukamoto. 


The Lynch comparison came about as a result of 
Tetsuo: The Iron Man, which has a similar black 
and white, low-budget, industrial-surrealist feel 
to it [as Eraserhead ], but Lynch hasn’t been a big 
influence on Tsukamoto otherwise. Cronenberg 
on the contrary is a favourite of Tsukamoto’s and 
you can see a lot of similarities between them, 
particularly in their fascination with the fusion of 
flesh and metal. But Tsukamoto works from a 
very Japanese context, so he talks a lot about 
the negative side effects of life in the metropolis 
of Tokyo. He sees city life, working office jobs all 
day, and spending hours commuting on over- 
crowded trains as numbing the senses and rob- 
bing people of their humanity. In his films he 
wants to wake up his countrymen in the most 
extreme ways possible. 
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He has a core base of fans in both parts of the 
world, but even though he was very important 


It’s difficult to compare Tsukamoto and Miike as 
filmmakers, because one is an independent and 
the other works only on other people’s projects 
as a director-for-hire. I guess they appeal to 
similar audiences and I could certainly imagine 
a film like Audition being made by Tsukamoto. 
The best comparison between them was made 
by Miike himself. In the foreword he wrote to my 
book Iron Man, he says that Tsukamoto is the 
one filmmaker whose intensity he will never be 
able to beat. 


Vital is a calmer movie for him compared to his 
previous work. He used to be very focused on 
this idea of our urban environment and our own 
technology oppressing us to the point of literally 
turning us into grotesquely deformed monsters. 
He’s been moving away from this recently, but I 
wouldn’t be surprised if he delivers something 
along the lines of Tetsuo or his monster movie 
Hiruko again in the future. He may be maturing, 
but he loves horror and monsters too much to 
give them up. 


“If you were to put Dauid Cronenberg and Ridley 
Scott in his Alien I Blade Runner period in a 
blender, let the results simmer on Tokyo asphalt, 
and raise it on an exclusive diet of Japanese 
monster movies, you would get something 
resembling Shinya Tsukamoto.” 


He had a troupe called Kaiju Theater. The word 
kaiju refers to big monsters in the Godzilla 
mould, which were a big influence on him in his 
youth. They did their performances around Tokyo 
in a tent shaped like a kind of sea monster, 
which they would set up in parking lots and out- 
side train stations. The plays they did were very 
horror and sci-fi oriented. There weren’t any big 
monsters on stage, but they did do stuff about 
kids that sell suicide pacts to adults, people los- 
ing their faces because of plastic surgery, and 
vampire despots ruling a future Earth. The first 
couple of films he made, Tetsuo and the two 
shorts that preceded it, were done with the 
members of his theater troupe, using the props 
and costumes from the plays. His last few plays 
were very close in spirit to his first few films. 
Kaiju Theater is still the name of Tsukamoto’s 
production company today, so that must mean 
he wants to hold on to that same spirit his plays 
had back then. 


for the international renown of Japanese 
movies, he is still seen as a kind of outsider at 
home. But it’s true that he’s gained more 
acclaim and won more prizes in North America 
and Europe than in Japan. 


Ah yes, the Flying Tetsuo idea. That was actual- 
ly quite serious for a while, but unfortunately it 
sputtered out. Tarantino was going to produce, 
with Tsukamoto directing. I describe the whole 
process in my book for those who want to know 
all the details. It’s a shame it never happened, 
also because the other names that were going to 
be involved as writer and star made it sound 
even more like a dream project. 
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The current popularity of Japanese horror 
has given filmmakers like Hideo /RinguJ 
Nakata and Takashi [Ju-On] Shimizu mas- 
sive exposure in the West. Has this boom 
affected your career as an independent film- 
maker? 

Within the last decade [in Japan] there have 
been a lot of horror movies, but it doesn't mean 
that “I’m not going to do ‘horror’ films anymore” 
or “I’m going to do ‘horror’ films forever.” I have 


How do these two forces work in your films? 

In Tetsuo, in the masochistic character, for exam- 
ple - that character is hurt or attacked by some- 
one, and sometimes put into a very painful situa- 
tion, sometimes being discarded. And that’s when 
the character becomes Tetsuo; instead of seeking 
revenge, he can enter a whole new world - that’s 
what I'm trying to suggest, I believe. 

This is very similar to the bizarre body muta- 
tions that happen in many of David Cronen- 
berg’s films, where there’s a ‘‘revolution of 
the flesh”, as he describes it. There are obvi- 
ously strong parallels between works like 
Tetsuo and Videodrome, for example. How do 
you think your movies compare to his? 

I’ve never met him, but in the ’80s Cronenberg 
approached this idea where the body of a 
human being could turn into something else, 
and I thought that idea was very interesting, and 
that can probably be considered an influence. As 
far as our differences, I can only say that I grew 
up in Tokyo, whereas Cronenberg did not. I actu- 
ally never really thought about defining the dif- 
ferences between our work. 

Another strong parallel between your films is 
the marriage of sex and violence, notably the 
gruesome eroticism in The Iron Man involv- 
ing the penis-drill. What’s the philosophy 
behind this? 

In the beginning, when I think about making a 
film, I think about dealing with eroticism, and 
what, really, is the erotic but something that 
goes inside the body? These ideas are so mixed 
up they are really very difficult to explain. 

Like Cronenberg, your films also contain very 
dark themes but aren’t necessarily horror 
films - they either transcend genre or tie 
several genres together. Is this a conscious 
choice? 

Inside of me I cannot really describe, but I have 
to say that Tetsuo is a series that could be said 
to be horror plus science fiction with action, 
that’s also a cult film. I have been doing my own 
types of movies - like the Tetsuo series - that 
are inside a genre that includes horror, I think. I 
consider this my own genre. I look into all gen- 
res of film and try to do a little bit of all of them. 
But as long as there are these different genres in 
the world, I’m trying to see something which can 
only be my own. 


a fantasy in me, and if 
the market allows me [to 
make more films], 
be good for me. 


Although a plan to make 
Tetsuo 3 in Hollywood 
with Quentin Tarantino 
as producer fell through 
several years ago, are 
you still interested in 
making a horror film in 
North America? 

I consider that in the United 
States there is a different 
type of horror [than in Asia] 
and, yes, I’d like to try mak- 
ing a movie outside of Japan. 

You play the main character 
in Shimizu’s film Marebito, 
which is about a camera- 
man investigating “the true 
nature of horror.” You’ve 
starred in films for other 
directors before, like Takashi 
NHike, but why did you take 
this particular role? 

Mr. Shimizu’s movie is about 
horror itself and that was really 
interesting and I wanted to see 
how he dealt with this horror. I 
myself wanted to find out about 
horror, that's why I participated in 
this project, but in the end I could not really find 
the cause or the origin or any sort of answer I 
was looking for. 


Cyber-horror in Tetsuo II: Body Hammer, 

(below) Tomorowo Taguchi, star of both 
Tetsuo films. 


Perhaps this is because when it comes to 
horror, every storyteller is motivated by their 
own nightmares and personal obsessions. 

Of course I have the nightmares from my child- 


hood, but at the same time there is that fear jux- 
taposition where you are afraid but at the same 
time it’s an extreme pleasure. That’s the thing 
that is in me. 
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Lurking on the bizarre iringes of the horror 
genre, Shinya Tsukamoto’s eight features 
form one of the most uncompromising bodies 
of work in world cinema. Any genre fan will 
lap up his legendary debut 

and its sequel, as well as the monsteL 
mouie , and the bizarre 

period piece , hut even when - 
not outright horror, Tsukamoto’s films 
are guaranteed to deliver the kind of 
sucker punch that most traditional genre 
movies can only dream of. 



by Tom Mes 


Shinya Tsukamoto’s self-financed, homemade 
experimental sci-fi/horror debut hit the world 
with the force of an atomic blast. It brought 
Japanese cinema back to the attention of the 
international film community, paving the way for 
every Japanese director that has emerged 
since, from Takeshi Kitano to Takashi Miike to 
Hideo Nakata. 

Tetsuo’s 67-minute, black and white night- 
mare ride is as nonconformist as they come. A 
suit-and-tie desk jockey sees himself trans- 
formed into a grotesque heap of ambulant scrap 
metal and goes on a destructive rampage, first 
through his own apartment and girlfriend, then 
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out into the world. All the way he is pursued by 
the evil genius behind his metamorphosis, a 
metal fetishist vagrant known only by the name 
of Yatsu (“guy”, played by Tsukamoto himself). 
Their struggle ends in a monstrous fusion of 
flesh and metal. That sound nonconformist 
enough? But I didn’t mention the kinky sex, 
expressionist silent-movie style, Svankmayer- 
esque stop-motion scrap animations and brain- 
pounding industrial score by Tsukamoto’s com- 
poser of choice, noiseman Chu Ishikawa. 

Tetsuo is truly an all-time classic and an inspi- 
ration for everything from fellow indie DIY-ers 
like Gaspar Noe’s / Stand Alone and Darren 
Aronofsky’s Pi to The Matrix. Unmissable. 



In the 1 980s and early ’90s, before it adopted 
the atmospheric style of Hideo Nakata’s Ringu, 
Japanese horror was a much more American- 
influenced affair. Prime examples include Toshi- 
haru Ikeda’s violent slasher Evil Dead Trap, Shi- 
mako Sato’s tale of high school witchery Wizard 
of Darkness and Kiyoshi Kurosawa’s Poltergeist- 
like Sweet Home. Shinya Tsukamoto’s Hiruko the 
Goblin fits snugly into this lineup, packing in ref- 
erences to The Thing, Evil Dead, Alien, The Texas 
Chainsaw Massacre and, er, Indiana Jones. 

Upon its release, Tsukamoto’s entry into the 
mainstream (it was his first studio film) met with 
disappointed reactions from fans of the manic 
Tetsuo. Though undeniably more conventional in 
style, Hiruko’s spider-legged monsters, decapi- 
tations by chainsaw and flying disembodied 
heads make this “demons are taking over our 
high school” movie a cracking good time for any 
full-blooded genre fan. 


Tsukamoto moved back to indie filmmaking 
for this sequel-cum-remake to his 1 989 debut. 
Made with more money than Tetsuo and in 
colour, this is nevertheless an overwhelming and 
unnerving experience. Think Evil Dead! Evil Dead 
2 and you get the picture. 

The mutating salaryman, now a husband and 
father, again finds himself up against Yatsu the 
metal fetishist, who kidnaps his wife and kid to 
provoke the mild-mannered office worker into a 
rage that will spark the transformation. This 
time, though, Yatsu plans to use the bespecta- 
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cled clerk as a guinea pig for an experiment 
designed to breed a race of man-machines, 
starting with a sect-like gathering of skinhead 
bodybuilders. 

Like its predecessor, Tetsuo II leaves you feel- 
ing as if your brain has turned into a crumpled 
ball of tinfoil. 


Tsukamoto moved away from the cyberpunk 
sci-fi with this tale of testosterone-fuelled male 
rivalry. Nevertheless, Tokyo Fist hits home with 
possibly even more force than any of the direc- 
tor’s previous films. 

Another one of Tsukamoto’s signature salary- 
man types (Tsukamoto again, now in the role of 
the protagonist) goes through yet another trans- 
formation, but this time it’s in the boxing gym. 
There he aims to get his revenge on the child- 
hood pal who re-emerged from distant memory 





to swipe away his wife. 

A rancid symphony of swollen faces, cracked 
eyebrows and rupturing flesh, filmed in suitably 
lurid colours. 


If MyoffsfwasTsukamoto's ■fe. gjg? Uy paucus, an amamu, ^„ ul u U , a ,„ c , 
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A sordid saga of sexual blackmail, A Snake of 
June tells the story of androgynous telephone 
counselor Rinko, who leads a sterile, celibate life 
with her obsessive-compulsive husband. She is 
forced into acting out her deepest sexual fan- 
c n . , tasies when one of her former 
isotA^gfl patients, an amateur photographer 
wit h terminal cancer, sends her the 
snapshots he took of her private 
masturbation sessions. Threatening 
ImH to expose the pictures to her hubby, 
ST \ I the Peeping tom asks her to make his 

HI l last wish come true: to see her shed 
her inhibitions. 

Set in a rain-soaked Tokyo and 
^ shot in beautiful blue-tinted mono- 
chrome, this slithery Snake certainly 


delinquents and the suicidal waif that trails in 
their tow. The violent tendencies of this motley 
crew of strays prove more than enough to fulfill 
the protagonist’s craving for destruction. 


this is no Last Tango in Tokyo-, as usual in 
Tsukamoto’s films, it’s the woman who emerges 
on top (pardon the pun). 


Even radical indie filmmakers grow up. His 
latest film, Vital, shows Tsukamoto in a more 
pensive mode than ever before, but the results 
are nevertheless equal parts harrowing romance 
and haunting horror. Ichi the KilleTs Tadanobu 
Asano stars as medical student Hiroshi, an 
amnesiac since the car crash that took the life of 
his girlfriend Ryoko. As the bits and pieces of his 
memory slowly start to reappear, he takes up his 
studies again, only to find that the body on his 
dissection class table belongs to none other than 
Ryoko, who donated her corpse to science in the 
hope of giving Hiroshi a way to regain his past. 
With scalpel in hand, he decides to dig it up from 
inside her. 

Vital is slower than any of Tsukamoto’s previ- 
ous films and more demanding of its audience, 
but it still sees the director in top form. And for 
all its calm psychological probing, this is still a 
movie about a guy who dissects the corpse of 
his own dead girlfriend. What more recommen- 
dation do you need? 


Taking some respite from the contemporary 
urban grime, Tsukamoto made this lavish, gor- 
geously stylized, period horror movie, based on 
a story by the Edgar Allan Poe of Japan, Edo- 
gawa Ranpo. A rich young doctor’s life is thor- 
oughly thrown upside down when his long-lost 
twin brother emerges mud-caked from a nearby 
slum, kills their parents, shoves him down the 
garden well then takes over his life and his wife. 

Imagine a David Cronenberg adaptation of an 
Emily Bronte novel and you will come some- 
where in the vicinity of this one-of-a-kind entry 
in the J-horror stakes. 
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Granted, adolescence is a conPusing time, but the world never seemed weirder and more nightmarish than in 
BLACK HOLE, CHARLES BURNS’ comic book ode to all the anxieties that ever plagued a teenager. 

mm 




4 dolescence. Disease. Horror. Terms that 
can easily share associative or metaphor- 
ic relationships in the everyday world. But 
in the waking nightmares of cartoonist 
Charles Burns, they are nothing short of synonyms. 

Over a decade in the telling, Black Hole is a 
recently completed twelve-part comic book serial 
that, theoretically, stands as Burns’ final word on 
the concept of teen plague. “Final word” because 
Black Hole devours a theme the artist has visited 
many times over a comic career now midway 
through its third decade. It would be by no means 
surprising to see teen plague rear its festering, 
peach-fuzzed head again in the years to come - 
Burns is, after all, only 50 years of age. 

So why the fascination with teen plague? Is a 
particularly turbulent adolescence to blame? And 
given that Black Hole is purported to be semi-auto- 
biographical, did Burns spend his own teenage 
years feeling alienated, diseased, even? 

“If anything, I feel like a diseased adult!” laughs 
the Pennsylvania-based artist who professes to 
having lived an “average” teenhood before rising to 
prominence in the ’80s alternative comix era with 
peers Art Spiegelman, Gary Panter and Chris Ware. 
“I suppose it’s simply that I’ve always been fasci- 
nated with the transformations we go through in 
adolescence: puberty/sexuality, acne, growing 
facial hair, various physical changes. With Black 
Hole, at the root of it, I was taking those ideas and 
pushing them further by having people become 
physically affected - diseased, if you will - 
because of adolescence.” 

For the uninitiated, what Burns calls “pushing 
ideas further” is an understatement. Set in early- 
’70s Seattle (yes, the very time and place of the 
artist’s own adolescence), Black Hole is about a 
sexually transmitted disease that selectively tar- 
gets teens and results in, for the most part, 
grotesque physical mutation. The book’s convolut- 
ed, character-driven plot is ruled by quiet, creeping 
paranoia, as kids that the artist describes as “aver- 


BY GARY BUTLER 
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MAYBE, SUBCONSCIOUSLY, 
OUR SELF-PERCEPTIONS 


AFFECT US PHYSICALLY” 

V , CHARLES BURNS 

'O 


age, everyday high schoolers” find themselves betrayed by their own 
bodies - no scarlet letter required. Progressively, inadvertently, they 
form a collective living off garbage in a tented community in the woods. 
This is when alienation becomes corporeal, and Burns uses said brutal 
physicality as a means of forcing both his characters and his audience 
to question the impact of such changes on the suffering individuals, as 
well as society’s treatment of “cookies that got a bit mangled by the 
cutter.” 

In keeping with the fact that the events of Black Hole transpire due 
specifically to the loss of innocence, the story has no heroes or villains 
- only protagonists and victims. The bulk of the narrative flip-flops 
between two star-crossed lovers, Keith and Chris, but in typical Burns 
fashion, their ships don’t so much pass in the night as veer into the 
Bermuda triangle. Strip away the monster motif and, at its core, Black 
Hole is a paean to unrequited love; one of the universal adolescent 
experiences, and one of the necessary steps to adulthood. 

But that’s looking ahead of - or beyond - the story. In the here and 
now, Burns’ book is about the caterpillars, not the butterflies. And these 
are some ugly caterpillars. In fact, the collection of double-page 
spreads that opens each of the series’ twelve issues is a veritable cat- 
alogue of mutilations. On the left page, a headshot of a “clean teen”; on 
the right, the freakish make-over. Needless to say, the reader’s heart 
goes out to the “poor kid”, clearly someone too young to be so heavily 
burdened, no? 



“Absolutely, but I guess the question is whether or not these are judgmental changes in the 



first place,” Burns says, suggesting that puberty is what it is - literally, you are what you are 
when you come out the other side of it. 

Perhaps a better example of this idea in action is the Black Hole series’ logo, which is given 
a brand new title treatment every issue. At the risk of reading too much into what could very 
well be a simple case of artistic expression, one might argue that each new logo is less an 
evolution than merely a change, that none is truer or “more official” than any other, and that 





the final incarnation is just that - the final one. (For the record, Burns 
took the “simple artistic expression” option.) But let’s go back to fac- 
ing the issues - or rather, the issue of faces. 

“One of the very first ‘plagued’ characters I drew,” Bums says, “was 
actually a ‘too young to have that happen’ case. There was a special 
on TV about two kids who had attempted suicide and, of course, heavy 
metal lyrics were to blame. One of them took a full shotgun blast to 
the face and survived. They showed his face, and it was so sad and 
grotesque that it looked like it had to be a leather mask, when of 
course, it wasn’t. So I did a quick thumbnail sketch of this poor human 
being in this surreal but sharply focused lens.” 

The never-named character shows up in Black Hole #7, p. 22, con- 
fronting a non-infected teen narrator lost in the woods. The accompa- 
nying text boxes read: “I couldn’t figure out what it was at first. It 
looked like one of those cheap, rubber Halloween masks you see in 
dime stores. It was just too fucked up to be human, but somehow, 
deep down inside, I knew it was." Surely, Burns has to admit that this 
transcends mere horror, becoming outright tragedy. 

“Well, that’s the perspective of the narrator,” he counters. 

And fair enough: a disfigured face leaping out of the bushes in the 
woods late at night might inadvertently make a bit of a monstrous first 
impression. “In some cases, I kind of prefer the ‘after’ faces," Bums 
adds, playing Devil’s advocate. “Maybe, just maybe, they are truer. 
Maybe, subconsciously, our self-perceptions affect us physically. At 
least, that’s one of the questions I wanted readers to ask about not 
only the characters, but about themselves.” 

Pretty on the inside, then - beauty in the eye of the beholder? Burns 
changes tack and insists that the mutations weren’t about beauty at 


r j “The plague is a means to an end,” he suggests. “If you think about 
m it, it could equally function without the overt horrific portions. At its 
1 core, it’s a catalyst for an extreme situation.” 

I But then, that’s the nature of horror in the first place. And sure 
1 enough, underneath all the bulbous foreheads and tentacled torsos, 
the troubled teens of Black Hole are really, Burns allows, “just a bunch 
of homeless kids hanging out in the forest who form a community." 
But the suggestion that these mutations are meant to reflect AIDS, or that the exile into 
the forest is a kind of Biblical metaphor whereby teens that become sexually active fall 
from grace as Adam and Eve did, is never too far away. Bums insists that these interpre- 
tations are “entirely subjective, and if I did address them, then I did it subconsciously; Black 
Hole is a story with a sexually transmitted disease, but it’s not a morality play.” Certainly 
one of the creepiest aspects of Black Hole is the absolute lack of morality and judgement 
throughout. 

“It’s ambiguous and unambiguous,” he says of the frank, matter-of-factness with which 


Black Hole: Bums’ amoral word on teen plague. 
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the whole teen plague is treated - from the very 
beginning, taken for granted as simply being a 
fact of life, therefore making acne a much more 
suitable metaphor than AIDS. And to push the 
comparison further, by the end of the story, the 
plague literally clears up. 

“One day I notice the stuff on my face is start- 
ing to heal,” comments the “after image” girl 
who introduces the final issue. “A couple of 
months later, I’m totally fuckin’ clean, out walk- 
ing around with all the normal assholes.” 

Ah, normalcy rears its ugly head; the horror! 
Without doubt, Burns’ work has never champi- 
oned “normal” leads. His early career break- 
through character, El Borbah, is (we assume) a 
wrestler-turned-private eye whose hulking body, 
tight trunks and expressionless mask 
make him equally farcical and 
imposing. The same goes 
for Big Baby, Burns’ 
burly, bald and broth- 
erless teen answer 
to the Hardy Boys. 

What makes these 
characters so 
engrossing is their 
absolute obliviousness to 
how weird they actually seem 
despite behaving so, well, normally. 

It was in the late-’80s - just after El Borbah 
and during Big Baby - that Burns first directly 
tackled the concept of teen plague. (Indirectly it 
had surfaced in terms of physical (d)evolution in 
’’Living in the Ice Age”, collected in Fantagraph- 
ics’ Hard Boiled Defective Stories, and outright 
transformation in the character of Dog-Boy, who 
dates back to 1981.) Serialized in a number of 
weekly newspapers in 1988, Burns’ 18-page 
short story called, yes, Teen Plague was eventu- 
ally collected in Art Spiegelman’s Raw v2 # 1 
(and is currently available in Fantagraphics’ Big 
Baby collection). 

That initial incarnation of Teen Plague offers 
the necessary metaphor for puberty in tandem 


with being a superb parody of '50s sci-fi horror 
movies, as an outer space eyeball creature 
comes to earth to, naturally, collect an army of 
love slaves. 

For Raw v2 #2 (1990), Burns contributed a 
single-page story called The Smell Of Shallow 
Graves (yet to be reprinted). It follows a group of 
resurrected dead teens wandering home, fixing 
themselves sandwiches and watching TV. Note 
the casual detachment that will later surface in 
Black Hole's incarnation of the plague, as well as 
the clearly recurring B-movie sensationalism 
that provides an undercurrent throughout every 
stage of its evolution. 

“Some of my early stories springboarded 
straight off of grade B horror movies,” Burns 
cheerfully agrees, “probably because 
in some of them, despite 
being ‘genre’ films or 
even exploitations, 
oddly interesting 
truths would sur- 
face.” 

He cites the 
wide-eyed and gim- 
micky works of William 
Castle as endless sources 
of imagination. 

“I was born in 1955, which made me the per- 
fect age for the ‘horror craze’ of the early ’60s,” 
he says. “They’re surprisingly benign movies 
today, but I responded in a very strong way and 
went wherever my imagination took me, to the 
extent of filling in all the gaps in the plot myself 
while I walked home from the theatre.” 

For “legging it” in an entirely different manner, 
Burns invokes Joseph Green’s camp classic The 
Brain That Wouldn’t Die (1 962). 

“It’s a perfect ‘grade B' look at male sexuali- 
ty,” he chuckles. “A man’s wife loses her head, 
but he's a scientist, so, of course, he can keep it 
alive. There’s this exquisite scene of him wan- 
dering around sleazy strip joints body shopping. 
He can actually disassociate the fact that his 


“Some of my early stories springboarded straight off of grade B horror movies, ” says Charles Burns. 
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wife’s head is at home and he’s out looking for what he’d like to 
put under it!” 

As a fellow, theoretically normal male, I’m loath to admit that 
Burns’ comment about the hidden truths of B-movies suddenly 
doesn’t seem to be so far off the mark - and it certainly adds 
insight to his 1982 story inspired by that “brainy” movie, The 
Voice Of Walking Flesh (Raw, vl #4\ also yet to be reprinted). 

By the early ’90s, it was obvious to Burns that “this idea of 
teen plague was important, since it just kept recurring and I just 
kept on thinking about it.” 

He decided it was time to nail it down. In 1994, Bums wrote a 
thorough outline for what was then intended to be a fourteen- 
part miniseries, and in 1995, Kitchen Sink published the first 
issue of Black Hole (Burns switched publishers to Fantagraphics 
effective issue #5 in 1998, after Kitchen Sink went under). 

“The series ended up being a dozen issues,” he says, “but the 
story and structure were always there from the beginning. I ini- 
tially allowed for subconscious ideas and symbols to bubble up 
- I wanted Black Hole to be swimming in nightmarish associa- 
tions and images that seem weird in real life and seem weirder 
in a ‘realistic’ story where they're nonetheless treated as com- 
monplace. But once I sorted everything out, it was all pretty 
specifically planned.” 

Burns isn’t kidding about 
specifics. Black Hole experiments 
gleefully with timelines, foreshad- 
owing and cause and effect. To the 
first: events transpiring in one issue 
might seem complete - weird but 
complete - until vital information is 
provided in a subsequent issue, 
making things more complete and, 
naturally, weirder. To the next: check 
out the back cover of any given 
issue; all of them, even the early 
ones, bear images that are cross- 
referenced casually in various dis- 
parate corners throughout the series. And to the last: the inside 




covers (front and back) of every issue act almost as companion pieces to the afore- 
mentioned headshots - in this case, featuring “before and after" instances in the 
woods inhabited by the diseased teens. 

“It’s an accumulation of echoes,” Bums says, “that was always the intention. The 
whole series starts with a frog being dissected, and one protagonist seeing the future 
in its entrails, and all of that reverses upon itself in the end.” 

Reverses itself? Hell, the mind-blowing conclusion contains what Burns calls a 
“Rorschach moment” wherein one character’s dream becomes the dream of another, 
effectively passing the baton of narrative focus, but nonetheless looking back on itself. 

Given all of the above, it’s understandable that it would take over ten years to exe- 
cute a meticulously planned story like Black Hole. It also goes a long way to explain- 
ing how the then-unfinished project (only at issue #7) made The Comics Journal’s “Top 
100 English-Language Comics of the Century” (Feb. 1999). But what about the sim- 
plest question: did Burns expect it to be this thorough, this demanding, this all-encom- 
passing, this big? 

“It’s a lot more banal than you’d think,” he says. “Most of my previous stuff had been 
plot-driven, and I wanted to make a character-driven story. Also, I’d done a lot of stuff 
that had been serialized as a weekly strip and I consciously made the decision to do 
a long, comic book story. But if I’d known how long it would take, I might have backed 
away. In fact,” he adds, “I asked my editors, ‘Can we please not play up the fact that 
it took so long?”’ 

All things considered, a relatively “average” perspective. Perhaps not so surprising- 
ly, it’s a reflection of the artist’s fairly stable and straightforward existence - one where 
life does not imitate art. 

“I got married in my late-20s,” he says. “We have two daughters. I guess you could 
say that we lead a ‘normal’ life, I dunno. But I’ll tell you this: when people meet me, 


particularly at conventions, they often have a look of disappointment because I look, 


y’know, normal." & 
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O ver the last decade a special type of toy 
mania has gripped the genre; gone are the 
times when highly-detailed figures were 
available only to “hobbyists” - those who were 
willing to invest the time and creative effort to 
build and paint a complicated plastic model kit 
for themselves. But today, thanks to toy compa- 
nies like NECA, Sideshow and McFarlane, finely- 
crafted, fully painted figures of Edgar Allan Poe, 
Giger’s Alien, Universal’s Phantom of the Opera, 
Dr. Satan from House of 1000 Corpses, Tim Bur- 
ton’s The Boy With Nails In His Eyes and even 
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Elizabeth Bathory all share real 
estate on the mantles of rabid horror toy 
collectors around the world. 

Virtually every conceivable monster, both 
human and non-human, has been transformed 
into a scaled-down collectible or 1 2” action fig- 
ure that has overwhelmed the market. It’s no 
surprise then, that in recent years toy compa- 
nies have been reaching deep into the pop cul- 
ture well, taking hold of historical figures, low- 
brow art, comics and even fine art for inspira- 
tion. Painter Ed “Big Daddy” Roth’s lurid monster 
Rat Fink became a line of limited bobble heads 
several years back, Jhonen (Johnny the Homici- 


dal Maniac) Vasquez’s comic characters were 
made into PVC figurines, Charles Manson and 
Jeffrey Dahmer occasioned a set of stuffed toys 
from Satan’s Sideshow ( RM#37 ), Jack the Rip- 
per and Vlad the Impaler were immortalized in 
plastic by McFarlane last year (RM # 39) and 
even one of H.R. Giger’s biomechanical illustra- 
tions achieved three dimensions when the same 
company released a figure based on Li II earlier 
this year. 

Now, Parastone Studios in the Netherlands 
redefines the concept of collectibles for the 
industry with their Mouseion Collection, a line of 
finely-crafted, bizarre, three-dimensional figures 


translated from the demented canvases of Medieval 
symbolist painters like Jheronimus Bosch and 
Matthias Griinewald, as well as modern surrealists 
such as Salvador Dali and Gustav Klimt. 

“It all started with the Bosch figurines,” Ed van 
Rosmalen, chief sculptor and Art Director at Paras- 
tone told Rue Morgue. “I created the first figure 
when my birth town commemorated Bosch’s 550th 
birthday in 2000 and selected the rest of the collec- 
tion based on what I know as the son of an art deal- 
er family. Bosch, Breughel, Griinewald, Dali: they all 
painted in a three-dimensional way and their fabu- 
lous imaginations lead to great figurines.” 

Bestial demons, half-human serpents, bird-like 
humanoids, limbless monsters and impossibly 
transfigured and crooked once-human beings taken 
from works like The Garden of Earthly Delights 
(c.1500), Isenheim Altarpiece (c.1 51 3-1 5) and Tris- 
tan and Isolde (c.1 942) make up the motley collec- 
tion of hand-painted Mouseion figures. And though 
they certainly aren’t traditional within the assembly 
of horror toys that have come before them in North 
America, they have a cross-cultural appeal that 
transcends time and genre because of their brutal 
history. 

“People of all classes love extreme forms of art,” 
says van Rosmalen, who hails from Bosch’s home- 
town, the Medieval city of ‘s-Hertogenbosch. “Back 
in Medieval times, life was horrifying, and when a 
very cruel punishment was given, it was done in 
public and everybody, including kids, went to see it. 
Sometimes one city would sell a criminal to another 
city to be, for instance, torn in four parts, just so the 
people from the other city could enjoy the excite- 
ment of watching it. People were used to a lot ' 
more than we are today; in plays there was 
always a moralistic message, but it seems that it 
sometimes was only there as an excuse to show 
horrifying or sexually explicit scenes.” 

Each figure in the Mouseion collection is pulled 
directly from its original work, which sometimes 
depicts gruesome and terrible visages not unlike 
anything a horror film or novel might have to 
offer. In fact, many of these painters are a great 
inspiration to genre artists and filmmakers, 
notably art lovers Clive Barker and Guillermo del 
Toro. 

The flagship of the collection is a set of fifteen 
statuettes taken from Bosch’s infamous triptych 
The Garden of Earthly Delights, a painting that 
offers a hostile world where people are racked, 
eaten, burned, boiled, guillotined, crucified, 
pierced and torn asunder for their sins in one of its 
panels. The entire piece is swollen with violence 
and strange symbolism and, like a great deal of art 
- including paintings, sculpture, architecture and 
cinema -these symbols represent the sublimation 
of social and cultural anxieties of the period in 
which they were rendered. 

“I like to think it is the background story to 
these figures that draws people,” van Ros- 
malen hopes. “[The paintings] will tell, for 
instance, about the medieval times in 


(Cl 1450-1516) 



Born in the town of ‘s- 
Hertogenbosch in the 
south of the Netherlands, 

Medieval painter Jheron- 
imus (a.k.a. Hieronymus) 

Bosch became famous for his 
extravagant images of a hostile world 

gorged with mysticism and the torments of Hell. Bosch was hailed as “the master of the 
monstrous and the discoverer of the unconscious” by philosopher Carl Jung because of his 
depiction of the dark side of the late Middle Ages and his use of Medieval symbolism in his 
work. 

The most well-known example of Bosch’s religious vision of atrocity is his triptych The 
Garden of Earthly Delights (c.1 504, Museo del Prado, Madrid) which represents the histo- • 
ry of the world, the sins of man and his eventual punishment in Hell. The work consists of 
four parts; the outer panels, which open like shutters, show the third day of the creation of 
the world. When they are opened, Adam and Eve and their original sin make up the inner 
left panel, called The Earthly Paradise. 

Driven out of paradise, the story progresses to the center of the triptych where a mas- 
sive piece of art referred to as the Garden of Earthly Delights illustrates humanity’s fall from 
grace, indulging in all manner of godless pleasures. And finally, justice is served in the 
inner right panel, where humanity suffers the inevitable tortures in Hell. With this painting 
Bosch cast a mirror on his fellow man, warning him (along with magistrates and clergy) 
about the consequences of sin. 

Fifteen of the figures in the Mouseion collection are taken from the canvass- 
es of Bosch, the bulk of them his bizarre, symbolist monsters. One creature, 
taken from the Hell panel of The Garden of Earthly Delights shows the 
devil sitting atop his night chair excreting the souls of the people he is 
eating into the underworld, the remains of a human leg protrudes 
from his beak. He is crowned with an upside down 
cauldron, which symbolizes a diabolical inferno, and 
his bizarre footwear, which appear to be pitchers, 
serve as Medieval symbols of dipsomania - an 
insatiable craving for alcoholic beverages. 

Another figure highlighted from the Hell panel is the Hel- 
meted Bird Monster, who carries a pencil box and an inkwell 
into which a nun, who is transforming into a pig, dips her pen. 
The swine is an indictment against the decay of the clergy, 
one of whom is busy tempting a man to sign a contract, per- 
haps selling his soul. A severed foot dangles from his helmet 
indicating the punishments that await in Hell. 

Additional figures are drawn from Bosch's two other trip- 
tychs The Last Judgement, The Temptation of St. Anthony, as 
well as the painting John at Patmos. 


ELME1 



by Jheronimus Bosch from The Garden of Earthly Delights 

Devil On Night Chair 

by Jheronimus Bosch from The Garden of Earthly Delights 
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the accurate notes of this spectacled bookkeep- 
er. What his plans were with the hook remains 
open to question. This instrument was normally 
used by the devil to drag sinful souls into hell. 


other and become lovers or will the forces of 
good and evil keep their distance? This pair- 
ing appears in the central panel, just left of 
the Paradise fountain in the'water. 


from The Temptation of St. Anthony 
On the left of the middle panel, a curious pro- 
cession of demonic creatures files past us. Here, 
Jheronimus Bosch exposes the administration of 
justice in his time. The severed leg of an execut- 
ed person dangles from the wheel. A perforated 
swine refers to the strange custom of also judg- 
ing sinful animals. This typically medieval fanta- 
sy creature can be found in the foreground. 


from The Garden of Earthly Delights 
Two enormous ears, held together by an arrow 
and a knife jammed in between. Is there an alle- 
gorical Medieval symbolism behind this, or are 
the horrible tortures one might expect in hell 
pictured here once more? Maybe we will never 
know what Bosch had between his ears when 
he was painting this picture. 


from The Garden of Earthly Delights 
Many recognize a self-portrait in one of Bosch’s 
most famous hybrid creatures. The hollow space 
in the egg-shaped body offers room for a pub. 
All breaks adrift through the two boats in which 
the tree-shaped paws are situated. Music and 
dance may have lead to licentiousness, symbol- 
ized by the bagpipes on the headgear. 


FISH WITH MAST 

from The Temptation of St. Anthony 
This armoured fish moves in the water like a 
boat in front of the main scene: the celebra- 
tion of “black mass.” In the Temptation of 
Saint Anthony, fish appear in all shapes -and 
sizes. This one still swims, but his fellow sort 
can be found on dry land or even in the air. Up 
there they serve as cold-blooded means of 
conveyance for what could be witches. Now 
we would suspect a broomstick here. 


from The Temptation of St. Anthony 
This creature with its monstrous skull is riding 
on a peculiarly plucked goose-like creature. He 
is playing his harp here, as a symbol for one of 
the many temptations to which mankind is 
exposed and which Saint Anthony so bravely 
resisted. Even in those days, making music 
could apparently lead to lecherous behaviour. 


from John at Patmos 

This theatrical black freak could be a Tytinillus. 
This spy kept an eye on the clergymen who were 
members of the choir. If the gentlemen didn’t 
keep their minds on the lesson or 
if they let their thoughts / 
wander off in undesired / . 'JMk 
directions, then, on 
Judgement Day, 

they were con- a 

fronted with •, ’ jl 


from The Garden of Earthly Delights 
The forces of evil call out in seduction towards 
the young mermaid. Will the two embrace each 
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which Bosch lived. We can only have a 
vague idea of how it is to live in a time 
where you are born in a class society, with 
cruel dictators, landlords and a pope that 
has a powerful army, where nothing is 
known about were illnesses come from, 
where the night is completely dark and 
scary, where the answers to life’s ques- 
tions are given by corrupt clergymen, 
where hardly anybody can read or write, 
where traveling to the next village is dan- 
gerous, and where - for 98% of the peo- 
ple - it probably was a matter of just stay- 
ing alive.” 

Similarly, the figures drawn from the 
warped, nightmarish landscapes of Dali or 
the terrible forces of darkness that popu- 
late Grunewald’s Temptation of Saint 
Anthony wing of the Isenheim Altarpiece 
tell their own didactic but brutal tales. 
Each figure comes with a folded title card 
explaining the piece and its symbolic sig- 
nificance within the original painting. 
Weird and wonderful, these three-dimen- 
sional curios may encourage genre col- 
lectors who don’t have a palate for fine art 
history to refine their tastes. The Mou- 
seion figures are now available for the 
first time in North America through Talari- 
aEnterprises.com; prices range from $24 
- $1 04 USD. Van Rosmalen and his sculp- 
tors are currently working on the lower 
left side of the main panel of The Last 
Judgement by Bosch - a figurine of a fat- 
bellied, smiling witch roasting a man. % 


MATTHIAS GRilNEWALD 

( 1475 - 1528 ) 


Second only to Albrecht Diirer, Matthias Grunewald (real 
name Mathis Gothardt Neithardt) was regarded as the 

greatest German Renaissance artist. Though a scant thir- MM- 

teen of his paintings and drawings survive today, 4 T 

Grunewald is famous for his 1 6th-century work, the Isen- ' ■ : 

heim Altarpiece (c.1513-15), a carved wood altar piece 

with wings that resides today at Musee d’Unterlinden in *> " ^ /\ 

Colmar, France. 4 ' J 

The Isenheim Altarpiece - which consists of three carved I k 

wood statues of saints and three pairs of wings (one fixed, I |. 

two floating) - is considered to be Grunewald’s master- * i ^ 

work, though for many years it was thought to have been ^ 

painted by Albrecht Diirer because the woodcarving was | ■C 

completed by Diirer before Griinewald was commissioned ikf 

to paint the wing panel additions. s |r® 

The piece was executed for the hospital chapel of Saint , ") . ” 

Anthony’s Monastery in the Alsatian hamlet of Isenheim in 

Alsace, France circa 1513. It depicts in bold, detailed colour, the horrific torture, crucifixion and 
resurrection of Christ. Painted with shocking intensity, the Isenheim Altarpiece glorifies suffering 
but gave comfort to disease-stricken patients as they looked upon the image of Christ’s physical- 
ly repulsive, torture-ravaged body. Grunewald’s work is lurid, eerie, expressive and possesses an 
emotional intensity unlike any other early sixteenth century work of art. One needs only to look at 
Christ’s arms barely hanging from his sockets, twisted feet and clawed hands to feel the impact 
of Grunewald’s efforts. When the panels are opened, though, Christ is resurrected in colour-satu- 
rated glory. 

Like all art of the Middle Ages, the Isenheim Altarpiece ' s function was to provide a sermon through 

its horrific images. Figures in the Mouseion collection are based on demons taken from a panel 

called The Temptation of St. Anthony in which the Father of Monks is besieged and tormented by 

a throng of bestial creatures in a world afflicted by disease, degeneration 

and temptation (which he ultimately resists). Similar devilish imagery, 

along with the temptation of St. Anthony, can be seen in Bosch’s 

triptych of the same title. 

Ip 


THE TEMPTATION OF Saint Anthony by Matthias Grunewald from Isenheim Altarpiece 

Above: Recluse Anthony is besieged by Forces of Darkness in the right-hand panel of the Isenheim Altarpiece. 


Salvador Dali (1904-1989) 

Spanish painter, writer, sculptor and experi- 
mental filmmaker Dali took surrealism to new 
heights after a brief sojourn in Cubism and 
Futurism; his constant aim to capture images 
from his subconscious and transduce them 
onto the canvas. Dali’s warped landscapes 
and impossible gravities were symbolic 
images drawn from his dreams - an aperture 


into his subconscious but also a mirror for our 
own selves. 

Dali’s surrealist years before he began 
painting Catholic imagery were greatly influ- 
enced by Bosch. He also wrote two bizarre, 
surrealist films, Un chien andalou (1929) and 
Age d’or, L (1930, with Luis Buhuel), both defy 
categorization but contain disturbing images 
(including the infamous eyeball-slicing scene) 
that qualify them as unusual genre master- 


pieces and required viewing. 

The figures in the Mouseion collection are 
lifted from a variety of Dali favourites including 
Geopolitical child watches the birth of the new 
human (1943), Soft self-portrait with fried 
bacon (pictured, 1941), Burning Giraffe (1936- 
1937) and two paintings inspired by the plays 
of Wagner; Tristan and Isolde (design for the 
ballet Mad Tristan) (1 944) and Scenery for Bac- 
chanalel 1939). 5 
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HE IS A FAVOURITE OF ALICE COOPER AND A HOST OF MODERN 
SCREAM QUEENS. HIS NAME IS WARD BOULT, AND HIS SPECIALTY 
IS SIN AND SADISM. 


+ hey call him “America’s Most Noto- 
rious Photographer”, but to a host 
of horror icons and rock and roll 
heroes, he is better known as Ward 
Boult. The LA-based photographer 
has cultivated a reputation for training his leer- 
ing lens on the darker, seamier side of his sub- 
jects, among them a collection of sultry scream 
queens like Julie Strain, Brinke Stevens, Linnea 
Quigley, Debbie Rochon, to name a few. Boult’s 
snapshots capture an elegant depravity that 
makes his photographs “pictures of human and 
emotional car wrecks.” More words from Ward... 

OH THE RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN 
HORROR MUSIC AMO FASHION; 

“There is a line in the great film In a Glass 
Cage that I love: ‘Horror, like sin, can be fasci- 
nating.’ For me, the relationship between horror, 
music and fashion is seamless. It is not a cos- 
tume we put on to go out in, it is a way of life. 
Certainly my shadowy, noir lighting styles and 
techniques are a direct result of my study of hor- 
ror films and directors that I admire, like Argen- 


BY EMMA ANDERSON 
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to, Jodorowsky, Bava, and Fulci, to name a few. 
Aesop said; ‘The reek of human blood smiles out 
at me; it is laughter to my heart.’ I feel the same. 
Inspiration and wretchedness are inseparable.” 

OS WHETHER THERE ARE 
BOUNDARIES HE WON’T CROSS: 

“There’s a Buddhist saying that I will attribute 
to Machig Labdron which says, ‘Approach what 
you find repulsive, help the ones you think you 
cannot help, and go to places that scare you.’ I 
really believe that is what I am doing here and 
perhaps what the horror community as a whole 
is doing. We are going places that scare us, we 
are taking risks. We are facing our demons, we 
are leaning onto sharp objects. And, to the con- 
trary of turning us into serial killers, it makes us 
more enlightened as human beings. And enlight- 
enment is the end of suffering, which is certain- 
ly what I am searching for.” 


“When I was shooting Alice Cooper for the 
cover of his last CD, The Eyes of Alice Cooper, I 
learned something from him. I asked him to 
make a scary face. He stopped me and said; 
‘Alice Cooper is not scary; Alice Cooper is about 
attitude.’ I grew up in that instant. I realized that 
the blood and the shock and revulsion that I 
have strived to capture on film for so many years 
was important, but only if it has a reason and a 
charisma behind it. I became less aware of the 
shock or scary aspect of the pictures and much 
more aware of the attitude and arrogance of 
them, which makes them that much more pow- 
erful.” 

Rue Morgue presents Ward Boult’s Chasing 
Demons: Portraits of Sin & Sadism photo exhibi- 
tion exclusively at the Rue Morgue House of Hor- 
ror (2926 Dundas Street West, Toronto, Canada) 
from May 7-31. Artist in attendance; check 
www.rue-morgue.com or www.wardboult.com 
for exhibition hours. & 



Clockwise from top: Alice Cooper, Boom Boom and Masuimi, Dolly Dreadful and Alexi Void. 
Opposite page: Jasi Cotton Lanier and (bottom) scream legend Linnea Quigley. 
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CRUELTY, MEAN-STYLE 
OLDBDY 

Starring Min-sik Choi, Ji-tae Yu 

and Hye-jeong Kang 

Directed by Chan-wook Park 

Written by Chan-wook Park, Jo-un Hwang 

and Garon Tsuchiya (manga) 

Tartan Films 

What’s more horrifying: sawing off your 
own foot to escape a leg iron, or spending 
fifteen years in a windowless hotel room 
alone? The former scenario is, of course, 
from Saw, a dyed-in-the-wool fright flick, 
and the second from Oldboy, a grim revenge 
movie from Korean director Chan-wook 
Park. 

Although Park’s film (based on the manga 
by Garon Tsuchiya) isn’t what most genre 
fans would consider a horror movie proper, 
it’s got mindfucks more dedicated than 
those in Som>, bloody torture (dig that back- 
room dentistry) and enough creative cruelty 
in general to stoke the inner sadist. 

Dae-su Oh (played by Choi; The Quiet 
Family ), an average businessman, is kid- 


wood). Luckily, some of the scenes, in par- 
ticular a bloody fight involving a hammer, 
are giddy with brutality, while others, name- 
ly an Ichi the Killer- style tongue removal, 
are unexpectedly gory. It’s this nasty streak 
combined with the unusual plot that makes 
the movie worth watching. 

Interestingly, Park delves deeper into vis- 
ceral Saw-like cruelty in Cut, his short 
included on Three... Extremes, soon to be 
released in North America by Lions Gate, so 
the director may yet fully embrace his hor- 
rorcidal tendencies. Oh, and if you’re still 
weighing the foot amputation versus fifteen 
years of imprisonment question - no, the 
hotel room TV does not have pom. 

Dave Alexander 


FORGETTABLE 
FRANCO FREAKOUT 


napped and imprisoned in a hotel room 
without explanation and only a television 
for company. If that’s not bad enough, the 
shit-icing on his shit-cake has his mysteri- 
ous captor murdering his wife and daughter 
and framing him for it. And even when he 
tries to commit suicide he’s gassed and 
wakes up bandaged. Harsh. 

After fifteen mind-cracking years Dae-su 
wakes up outside with a suit, 
cash, cell phone, plenty of 
unanswered questions and a 
thirst for revenge. His quest for 
comeuppance leads him into 
the arms of a young sushi chef 
(Kang), and more mind games 
with the man who locked him 
up, who’s an ambitiously 
twisted mofo with one final 
horrifying surprise in store. 

Unfortunately, that final 
twist of the knife lacks thrust 
because it’s easy to figure it 
out before the characters do. 

Park also takes too long to get 
to the climax, and overloads his film with 
kinetic but hollow visual style (not surpris- 
ingly, Oldboy' s being remade in Holly- 


KILLER BARBYS I/S. DBACULA 

Starring Silvia Superstar, Enrique Sarasola 
and Aldo Sambrell 
Written and directed by Jess Franco 
Image Entertainment 

Stroke with the right hand, choke with the 
left hand; two issues back I devoted my col- 
umn to Jess Franco, archbishop of bad horror 
cinema ( RM#43 ), and in this issue I’m 
backpeddling like a wall-bound BMX racer 
with no brakes. I just finished watching the 
worst movie ever made - and guess what? - 
it’s the latest from that 
kooky geezer whose hon- 
our I so ardently defended 
in March. Killer Barbys 
vs. Dracula is its name, 
and it blows harder than 
John Bowen at a bath- 
house. 

Sort of a sequel to the 
still-shite-but-infinitely- 
superior Franco fiasco 
Killer Barbys, this sorry 
excuse for cinema pits the 
titular (ha, I said “tit”) 
female-fronted schlock 
punk band (who in every place but the pack- 
aging are referred to as “Killer Barbies”) 
against the Lord of the Undead. 
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Here, Dracula’s a chrome-domed loser 
who looks like the guy from Aqua in a Wal- 
Mart Halloween cape. Fuck-all happens in 
thi s horrible “film” except for some pitiful 
footage of the band performing at some sad 
excuse for a Spanish amusement park inter- 
spersed with hilariously inept, laughably- 
dubbed, wannabe thespians running afoul of 
our foolish fanged friend. All the while ex- 
pom star (and Franco life partner) Lina 
Romay looks on aghast. 

Have I mentioned the supreme sucking 
power of this moronic mess? Shot on crap- 
py DV and featuring the most awful day- 
for-night tinting ever seen on a TV screen. 
Killer Barbys vs. Dracula almost made me 
give up on movies forever (although seeing 
old-time Italo movie star Aldo Sambrell get- 
ting a paycheque is cool). I’m scarred, 
maimed, shell-shocked... and man, this has 
to be the only Franco film I’ve seen where 
the ladies stay in costume, if you be catchin’ 
my drift. I can’t go on. I need to seriously 
think about my future as an advocate of hor- 
ror after this one. 

Chris Alexander 

DUDE, WHERE’S MY KIDNEY? 

KAMA 

Starring Karena Lam, Sinje Lee 
and Andy Chi-On Hui 
Directed by Lo Chi Leung 
Written by Sinling Yeung 
Tartan Asia Extreme 

The fear of flesh pirates stealing organs 
from dragged victims and selling them on 
the black market has so penetrated 
the public consciousness that 
Adam - one of the unlucky vic- 
tims in Saw - actually does a quick 
body part inventory after waking 
up chained in a dungeon. This 
obscure premise, however, is not 
ultimately what sinks Lo Chi 
Leung’s ( Inner Senses ) new psycho 
killer thriller, Koma. 

The movie begins with Ching, a 
spoiled society gal, getting drunk at 
a wedding and stumbling upon the 
latest victim in a string of unsolved 
organ thefts. She then picks Ling, a trou- 
bled ex-medical student whose mother is in 


a coma (yes, “koma” is coma in English), 
out of a police lineup. It turns out Ling is 
the mistress of Ching’s handsome doctor 
boyfriend Wai (Ching suffers from a kidney 
disorder that prevents her from having sex). 

After being dismissed as a suspect. Ling 
slowly ingratiates herself into Ching’s priv- 
ileged world, setting up a De Palma-esque 
psychodrama of obsession, duplicity, and 
psychosexual tension. Particularly creepy 
and effective is the homoerotic/sibling rela- 
tionship that develops between the two, 
with Ling slowly morphing into the naive 
Ching’s primal shadow self. 

But the plot holes and red herrings pile 
up. For example, the detective investigating 
the organ thefts is the dumbest cop since the 
desk sergeant in Black Christmas - the guy 
who actually thought Fella- 
tio-20880 was the phone 
number of the local sorority 
house. And would Ching 
really befriend a woman 
who slept with her fiance, 
threatened her with creepy 
phone calls, and pulled out 
one of her teeth in the mid- 
dle of the night? 

The crippling credibility 
gaps are unfortunate 
because Koma is visually 
strong, with Leung playing the washed-out, 
sterile interiors of workaday Hong Kong 
against Ching’s daily diet of expensive 


restaurants, lush hotels, and luxury apart- 
ments. In addition, the movie’s operatic, 
bloody closing act is thrilling, with 
impromptu surgery, mutilation and suicide, 
demonstrating just how nasty a little scalpel 
can be. Now that’s the kind of messy this 
movie needs more of. 

James Grainger 

UN-SEXY BEAST 

FRANKENSTEIN 

Starring Luke Goss, Alec Newman 
and Julie Delpy 
Directed by Kevin Connor 
Written by Mark H. Kruger 
and Mary Shelley (novel) 

Artisan Entertainment 

Before I open my booze-hole and start in 
on why this made-for-TV version of Shel- 
ley’s classic monster bites, let me first issue 
a disclaimer: I realize that not every director 
views Frankenstein as a horror story, and 
I’m totally cool with that. After all, the 
James Whale/Boris Karloff classic that 
springs to mind for most of us was in fact 
adapted from a stage play that bore only a 
passing resemblance to the novel. Hence I 
have no issue with any filmmaker bringing a 
more authentic - or, if you will, more literal- 
ly literary - version to screens big or small. 

However, given that no less a talent than 
Kenneth Branagh totally fell on his frou-frou 




DEADB|RDS. 
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Shakespearean ass trying to make this same 
film eleven years ago, one doesn’t hold out 
much hope for yet another go-round helmed 
by Kevin Connor ( Motel Hell and... Moon- 
lighting^. Like Branagh’s dud, this three- 
hour butt-paralyzer (originally made for 
cable as a two-part miniseries) is impres- 
sively cast and follows Mary Shelley’s 
novel rather faithfully, and aside from some 
way-cheesy arctic sequences that were quite 
obviously shot on a sound stage, the overall 
production design is rich and authentically 
gothic as all get-out. 

But all the aforementioned window dress- 
ing can’t help Connor, who’s clearly out of 
his depth here and further burdened by Mark 
Kruger’s anemic script. Echoing the direc- 
tor’s own Motel Hell , there’s more unmoti- 
vated action and dialogue here than you can 
shake a copy of Screen writing For Dummies 
at, and a grating score that at one point 
resorts to a tacky and wildly inappropriate 
channeling of Beethoven’s Moonlight 
Sonata. 

But that ain’t the worst of it, since this 
film also has the sorry distinction of being 
the first to try and sex up the Frankenstein 
monster - the result is even more ludicrous 
than it sounds. Poor Luke Goss 
lurches around in a getup 
that looks like some- 
one’s idea of an 
early 19th centu- 
ry homeless goth 
kid; picture 
Brandon Lee’s 
Crow character 
after a year of 
lying in a ditch 
drinking Thunder- 
bird (or imagine 


Chris Alexander on a good day) and you’re 
halfway there. As Wes Craven will gladly 
attest, directors often endure undeserved 
abuse for mistakes that the producers insist- 
ed on making. For Connor’s sake I hope that 
was the case with Frankenstein’s girly-man 
monster make-over. 

John W. Bowen 

mm RIP-OFF *5847 


Starring Yoshino Kimura, Yu Kurosawa 

and Ken Ishiguro 

Directed by Toshiyuki Mizutani 

Written by Hiroshi Hatajima, Mugita Kinoshita 

and Atsushi Kuwahara 

Adness/Ventura 

Still need proof that Ringu was one of the 
most influential fright films of the last 
decade? Well, look no farther than Isold, a 
Japanese psychological horror film (origi- 
nally double-billed with the prequel Ringu 
0: Basudei during its Asian theatrical 
release) that, despite having a few original 
ideas, blatantly pilfers characters and shad- 
owy atmosphere from Hideo Nakata’s land- 
mark movie. 

Set in the wake of the 1995 Kobe earth- 
quake, it concerns psychic Yukari Kamo 
k (Kimura) attempting to help young 

I Chihiro (Yu Kurosawa, Akira Kuro- 
sawa’s granddaughter), who suffers 
from a multiple personality disor- 
der. When the community is sud- 
denly plagued by a spate of myste- 
rious murders, Yukari discovers 
that one of Chihiro’s thirteen per- 
sonas, named Isola, is a ghostly 
assassin with supernatural pow- 
ers. With the help of univer- 
sity professor Dr. Man- 
abe (Ishiguro), Yukari 
tries to exorcize the 



spirit from Chihi- 
ro’s body. 

By the time the 
ghost finally 
appears, shrouded 
in a mop of long 
black hair, Isola 
completes its 
transformation 
from a horror tale 
about identity 
into a second-rate 
clone of Ringu. 

This midpoint metamorphosis 
results in a mess of unresolved plot threads 
and abandoned subplots. Oddly enough, the 
film never bothers to explore Chihiro’s psy- 
chological disorder or even distinguish 
between her multiple personas, and Yukari ’s 
own apparent identity crisis, revealed in the 
early stages of the film, is never properly 
resolved. 

Instead, Isola is preoccupied with racing 
towards a psuedo-scientific, utterly sus- 
penseless finale. Although there’s at least 
one well done kill involving wooden skew- 
ers and a perforated neck, for every interest- 
ing scene there are three embarrassing ones, 
marred by substandard CGI work, a hokey 
romance between Yukari and Dr. Manabe 
and cues recycled from other Japanese hor- 
ror flicks. Like two different films fighting 
to inhabit the same chunk of celluloid, Isola 
ultimately suffers from an identity crisis of 
its own, only this one is fatal. 

Paul Corupe 

IN8IE ERROR FIST 



DEATH 1 TOLD 

Starring Margot Kidder, Tom Savini 
and Alicia Goranson 

Directed by Bo Buckley and C. Michael Close 
Written by Bo Buckley and Jim Palmquist 
The Asylum Home Entertainment 

When will indie filmmakers learn that hor- 
ror cliches are best left to Hollywood? Lame 
dialogue, one-dimensional characters and 
stillborn scripts might be good enough for 
the majors, but no-name directors working 
with non-existent budgets and talentless 
actors need to offer up something original 
and exciting - however minor - if we’re to 
take them seriously. 




The ultimate in horror merchandise 

^ T-shirts, Books, DVDs, Toys, Magazines, Comics and More! 

WWW.UNERRTHLYPQSSESSiONS.COM 
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AVAILABLE MAY 31ST • SRP $29.95 and $19.98 

BATTLEflELD BASEBALL I’LL BURY YOU TOMORROW LOHBOH VOODOO 


. ..Vi $19.98 SRP 


BELIEVE IN VOODOO. 


• SUBVFRC'Vr 


Produced by Japan's top director RYUHEI 
KITAMURA (Versus, Godzilla: Final Wars) and 
starring Japanese superstar TAK 
SAKAGUCHI (Versus, Azumi) 

7.5 HOURS OF EXTRAS INCLUDING: 

• 2 Making Ofs 

- 2 Music Videos 

■ 3 Short Films 

■ Full-length Commentary Track 

- New 5.1 Audio Mix 

- Fully Subtitled 

"...a delirious send up of sports movie 
cliches and soap opera histrionics... 
Battlefield Baseball is destined to become a 
cult favorite." 

- Jasper Sharp, midnighteye.com 


Praised by critics and showered with awards 
including... Best Feature (Boston Inti. Film 
Festival), Best Director (Fearless Tales 
Genre Fest), and Best Cinematography (New 
York City Horror Fest) 

Special Features Include: 

- 10 Deleted Scenes 

• Director Commentary 

• Making Of Featurette 

■ Interview with a Voodoo Priest 
- Dolby 5.1 Surround Sound 
"A stylish, unnerving supernatural thriller... 
the growing tension never flags" - Fangoria 


"a V-chip shattering tale of murder, 
mystery and - oh boy - necrophilia! It's like 
a cross between Six Feet Under and 
Psycho, as directed by Sam Raimi with a 
cast picked by John Waters" -Film Monthly 
TONS OF EXTRAS: 

• 19 Deleted or Altered Scenes 

■ Blooper Reel 
- Stills Gallery 

■ 3 Trailers - and more 

"A kick-ass mortuary psychodrama that 
overflows with dirty small town secrets and 
a sleazy veneer that harkens back to 
twisted 70's fare..." - Shock Cinema 


COMING SOON FROM SUBVERSIVE CINEMA 

THE CANDY SNATCHERS • THE GARDENER • BLOODBATH 


COMING SOON FROM HERETIC FILMS 





Death 4 Told: Tom Savini ventilates Margot 
Kidder’s throat 


Death 4 Told is a shot-on-video horror 
anthology that, curiously enough, is devoid 
of horror. There’s no framing tale, no con- 
nective tissue, between the four episodes - 
was producer/writer/director Bo Buckley 
simply bored one weekend and corraled his 
friends into making his 
very own scary movie? 
All props to Buckley 
for snagging genre vets 
Tom Savini and Mar- 
got Kidder ( RM#44 ) 
but even they can’t 
save this mess. 

Episode One, The 
Doll’s House, sees 
Anne (Britt Marder) 
and Stephen (Brian 
Cade) moving into an evil house. Stephen, 
suffering writer’s block, hears strange 
things, and his suspicions that he’s not alone 
seem to be confirmed by the cackling of the 
local drunk, who warns that someone is 
watching “that pretty little wife of yours.” 


Amityville-style, Anne and 
Stephen take off right quick. 

Folklore draws on Friday the 
13th and Cabin Fever to tell the 
terrible tale of six friends stuck 
outdoors with “cold beer, hot 
women, [and] one tent.” After 
finding some Indian arrowheads 
(seriously), the sextet is attacked 
for no good reason by shape- 
shifting creatures. Who will sur- 
vive? Do I give a shit? 

World’s Most Haunted is a 
reality TV take on Session 9 that 
finds two couples prepping a 
decommissioned mental hospital 
for a reality TV show. Of course 
the ghosts of the former patients 
return from the grave, screaming 
“I want my meds!” And that’s 
about it. 

The not-so-grand finale. The 
Psychic, finds genre vet Kidder 
( The Amityville Horror) acting 
circles around her dim-witted co- 
stars as a French (Canadian?) 
psychic whose dark prognostica- 
tions end badly for her clients. 
That is until Tom Savini appears and slits 
her throat... for no apparent reason. 

Seriously, if you’re going to make a bad 
horror movie, at least make it interesting. 
Otherwise you’re forcing me to go see The 
Ring Two again. Sigh. 

Sean Plummer 


TOOTHLESS SPACE JUNK 


DRACULA 30011 

Starring Casper Van Dien, Erika Eleniak 
and Coolio 

Written and directed by Darrell Roodt 
Lions Gate Films 


The cover of this straight-to-DVD film 
features a Gigeresque creature with fangs 
and the tagline: “In space there is no day- 
light.” A better Alien rip-off title would be: 
“In space, no one can hear you suck.” 

So what do you expect from a low-budget 
flick combining Alien and Dracula! Well, 
how about a) sci-fi and b) blood? Nope. 
Dracula 3000 is set on an abandoned trans- 
port vessel from the future, but equipment 
glimpsed in the background looks like it 


was salvaged from 
Business Depot... in 
1991. And although 
the ship is carrying a 
load of coffins from 
Transylvania (“a 
planet in the remote 
Carpathian galaxy”) 
there isn’t a splatter 
or bite or flesh 
wound for a long, 
long time. 

When the first 
undead character does rise (Coolio, playing 
stoned, hyperactive Renfield-type crew 
member “187”), he’s sporting cheesy red 
contacts and dollar-store plastic fangs that 
give him a ridiculous lisp. Clearly, there was 
no budget for overdubs, or they might have 
thought twice about that, along with dia- 
logue like, “A vampire is sort of like a man, 
only far more evil.” 

You see, in the future, vampires are 
unknown, as is God. But that doesn’t make 
the situation scary. In fact, the characters - 
all knock-offs, including ship captain Van 
Helsing - can’t seem to muster fear. I guess 
they don’t teach that in weekend acting 
workshops. Particularly awful is Erika Eleni- 
ak, the anti-Ripley. Where Sigourney 
Weaver became a feminist icon for her 
strength, Eleniak’s Vice-Captain mostly 
pouts and runs away from danger. Cue 
repeated shots of her jiggling tits. 

This film might be excusable (and fun) if it 
was intentional bad trash. But there is no 
cheeky dialogue, no over-the-top winks to its 
source material. It’s not spoofing; it’s just 
sucking on popular characters and storylines 
for lack of anything better to do. Avoid it. 

Liisa Ladouceur 

AN INEPT KILLER 

STARKWEATHER 

Starring Brent Taylor, Shannon Lucio 
and Jerry Kroll 
Directed by Byron Werner 
Written by Steven Johnston 
Velocity Home Entertainment 

Since 2002 or so we’ve been deluged with 
straight-to-video docu-horrors — several 
good, most crap - recounting the dastardly 
deeds of guys like Ted Bundy, Jeffrey Dah- 




cinemawasteland.com FROM ALIENS TO ZOMBIES cinemawasteland.com 

MOVIE POSTERS - RARE VIDEO & DVD - COLLECTIBLES - AUTOGRAPHS & MORE 


Grab Our latest 

1 1 MERCHANDISE CATALOG! 

W0- *•. Only $3. 00 Delivered 

* : ( j$a £ Canada, or $5. 00 Foreign) 


Cnei\Ia WasTeLahO 

PO Box 81551 Cleveland, OH. 44181 


Phone (440) 891-1920 Email: zombies@cinemawasteland.com Established 1987 
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The Ring - first made popular by Hideo Nakata’s original Ringu in 1998 - 
comes full circle with the release of a sequel to the 2002 Hollywood remake, 
directed by Nakata himself. With the simultaneous release of DreamWorks’ 
special edition Ring DVD featuring the new Ring - related short, horror fans are 
wondering just how much water is left in the franchise. 



I t’s nice to see that Japan and America aren’t letting a couple of atom- 
ic bombs stand in the way of their ongoing cultural exchange. Chalk it 
up to that globalization thing, but mutual curiosity between these for- 
mer WWII enemies is at an all-time high. So the East gets Valley Girl-influ- 
enced kogals (a garish fashion subculture), increased Yankee beef imports 
and higher rates of colon cancer, while the West gets wasabi, soy burgers 
and Gwen Stefani’s take on the Japanese gothic lolita look. Oh, and we 
both get increasingly suspect Ring movies. 

Blame that last bit on Koji Suzuki (RM#33). His 1 991 novel has inspired 
seven films, a TV series, manga and even theme park attractions. Something 


about cursed videotapes and creepy, long-haired little girls stuck down wells 
struck an ominous chord with both bored horror fans and Hollywood suite 
looking to move past played-out, Scream- style irony. Who knew? 

The results here were a big-money Hollywood version of Ringu (2002’s 
The Ring) that was way better (and more profitable) than expected, an 
inevitable sequel (The Ring Two), and an impending slew of J-horror 
remakes spearheaded by last fall’s hit, The Grudge. They don’t have to be 
atomic but it’s going to take more than a few (box office) bombs to oblit- 
erate Hollywood’s new fascination with everything scary and Asian. 


s 

Starring Naomi Watts, Martin Henderson 
and David Dorfman 
Directed by Gore Verbinski 
Written by Ehren Kruger 
DreamWorks Home Entertainment 

Talk about going back to the. well! Dream- 
Works released this two-disc reissue the same 
week as The Ring Two hit theatres. Coinci- 
dence? No. Is it worth checking out? Well.... 

Fans will find the sixteen-minute Rings - the 
set’s big draw and a thematic bridge between 


the two American films - an interesting adden- 
dum to the Ring universe but not mandatory 
viewing. Ryan Merriman plays Jake, a teen 
whose curiosity about the growing cursed video 
phenomenon (it’s spawned its own blog) leads 
him to join a group of thrill junkies who deliber- 
ately watch the video to see how much of their 
seven-day life sentence they can endure before 
visions of Samara scare them into showing it to 
the next curiosity seeker. Do I have to say that it 
doesn’t end well for Jake? Watch The Ring Two 
and find out... which is the marketing hook, of 
course. 


Director Jonathan 
Liebesman (Dark- 
ness Falls) does a 
fair job of copping 
Ring director Gore 
Verbinski’s high- 
tension style, and 
the Ehren Kruger 
co-penned script is 
smart enough. The 
other supplements 
(trailers, brief EPKs) are lame. Got the first Ring 
DVD? No real reason to upgrade. 



TIE RING TWO 

Starring Naomi Watts, David Dorfman 
and Simon Baker 
Directed by Hideo Nakata 
Written by Ehren Kruger 
DreamWorks 

My Spidey senses were tingling when it was 
announced that Gore Verbinski wouldn’t direct 
The Ring Two, but the appointment of Hideo 
Nakata - the man behind the film that started it 
all, Ringu - soothed my unease. So what went 
wrong? Why is The Ring Two not exactly bad but 
simply... boring - a less forgivable sin? 


The story isn't bad. Rachel (Watts) and Aidan 
(Dorfman) have fled Seattle for the remote 
coastal town of Astoria, Washington. Rachel has 
a job at the local paper and Aidan is relatively 
content. But Samara is determined to re-enter 
the world of the living through Aidan and begins 
haunting the boy, with increasingly violent dis- 
plays of her power. Leaving the now-possessed 
boy hospitalized, Rachel goes searching for 
clues to Samara’s origins to free her child from 
the prepubescent poltergeist. 

Blame the bad special effects (CGI deer!), 
worse dialogue (“I’m not your fucking 
Mommy!”), bland direction (was this made for 


TV?) and unconvincing acting (Dorfman’s Aidan 
has morphed from creepy to campy). What little 
emotional gristle Ehren Kruger's script offers - 
Rachel must kill her child to save him - seems 
tacked on. 

Frankly, Nakata appears to be in over his 
head. Maybe it's the language barrier, but he 
completely failed to suspend my disbelief. The 
Ring signifiers are present - victims with twist- 
ed mouths, the videotape (shouldn’t it be on 
DVD by now?), the TV static - but there's no ten- 
sion here. With all the Ring sequels, remakes 
and rip-offs on both sides of the pond, it seems 
the circle needs to be broken once and for all. & 
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iMACABRE 


THIS ISSUE: LANGE GETS DRAINED 


Brain Damage Films 

What begins as a promising gothic manifesto portraying goth kids as artistic, intelli- 
gent individuals who are simply misunderstood by adults, quickly spirals into a 
smeared, black lipstick mess that shows they’re just as fucked up as everyone else. 
Enter Fatal, a pregnant vamp-girl and former heroin addict ostracized by a splintered 
gothic community controlled by two club owners, one of whom (Blood) wants to start I 
religion. Ritual suicide, vampire juice bars and extremely loose ties to Columbine won’ 
puppy famous. 

Body Count: 6 
References to Hollywood: 0 


LORD OF THE VAMPIRES 

Vista Street Entertainment 

Wanna be Lord of the Vampires? Job requirements include mumbling in an unidenti- 

fiable Eurotrash accent, wearing shitty makeup, shittier bondage gear, brooding on a 

throne in the basement and having continuous sex with nubile young minions Nice 1 v V 

In this cheesy little number, two bumbling thieves - fresh off a botched robbery - 

unwittingly try to rob the mansion of Viktor, self-proclaimed Lord of the Vampires. 

Half-painted white faces and heaving breasts aside, there are actually a couple of gory death scenes that 
are almost too good for this sucker. On second thought, hold onto that resume: the Lord of the Zombies 
job is opening soon. 

Body Count: 7 

Total Running Time Devoted to Sex Scenes: 26:24 


VAMPIRES 1/S. ZOMBIES -* t 

The Asylum Home Entertainment 

Director Vince D'Amato’s claim that Vampires vs. Zombies is based on Le Fanu’s clas- ^ \ * 

sic Camilla is about as accurate as calling Misty Mundae a virgin. But with vampires, < % 

zombies and Brinke Stevens as a sexy witch. I thought his version was gonna be the V- 
movie I'd waited for my whole life. Wrong! Travis and his daughter are speeding “ 
across the US trying to escape an undead epidemic but keep running headlong into zombies and vam- 
pires. Given the title, you'd expect vamps to actually fight zombies, but nope. Its only saving grace is the 
limited appearances from Stevens, who continues to help this fumbling Boy Scout proudly pitch his tent. 


mer, Richard Ramirez, and John Wayne 
Gacy. Enter Starkweather. 

The main problem with mounting a film 
about 1950s spree killers Charlie Stark- 
weather and Card Fugate isn’t just that a 
film was already made about them decades 
ago, it’s also that the film in question set the 
bar impossibly high. 

Critical and fan fave 
Badlands, directed 
by Terence Malick 
and starring Martin 
Sheen and Sissy 
Spacek, still com- 
mands a cult fol- 
lowing, so a 
retread is bound to 
invite major skep- 
ticism, and in this 
case, the skeptics 
are vindicated, big time. 

I can’t fault the leads; Brent Taylor bears 
a striking resemblance to the real Charlie 
Starkweather and turns in a vivid perfor- 
mance without snacking on too much 
scenery, and Shannon Lucio holds her own 
as Charlie’s vapid, self-absorbed love inter- 
est. The film is also commendable for fol- 
lowing the facts of the actual case pretty 
closely, except for the addition of a shad- 
owy, quasi-Randall Flagg character (the 
imaginary fiend who pops up in Stephen 
King books), played by Lance Henriksen. 

Regardless, you’ll ultimately find it hard 
to give a flying fat fuck about any of the 
above since the entire movie is derailed by 
Byron Werner’s astonishingly slipshod, 
amateurish direction. His ineptitude in 
shooting even the most rudimentary action 
renders most of the murder scenes down- 
right laughable, and 1 can’t remember the 
last time I saw a boom mic make so many 
appearances in a single film, including ’70s 
pom. 

Fact-based serial killer films can stand as 
legitimate works of art documenting 
humanity’s dark side ( Citizen X, The Man- 
son Family) or inept, shallow exploitation 
of real tragedy (most of the others). Sorry, 
Starkweather - welcome to Category Two. 

John W. Bowen 
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A NE !L CAIMAN’S 

m 

:z JOHN BOLTON 


27 mins/Docurama DVD 

Neil Gaiman (The Sandman) makes his directorial 
debut with A Short Film About John Bolton, a stylish 
and humorous mockumentary about his favourite 
painter. Gaiman fictionalizes Bolton’s persona, along 
with the method by which he finds inspiration to 
paint the naked, nubile vampires that haunt his art. 
The outcome is a charming and witty short (pro- 
duced by SKA Films: Lock, Stock and Two Smoking 
Barrels, Snatch ) that appeals to the gothic set, 
especially towards its clever ending. 

The film showcases the footage of a British doc- 
umentary crew who, following a recent gallery 
opening, have been permitted access to the secret, 
subterranean painting studio of the mysterious and 
elusive Bolton. As darkness descends, the artist 
readies himself to reveal the inspiration for his 
nightmarish work for the very first time. 


The film premiered at San Diego Comicon in 2003 
to great acclaim and has finally been picked up for 
distribution on DVD. The extra features are a trea- 
sure for Gaiman fans, and include A Short Film 
About A Short Film About John Bolton, a brief docu- 
mentary in which Gaiman explains the genesis of 
the idea and discusses the upcoming Hollywood 
features he has planned (which John Bolton was 
essentially practice for). 

The disc also includes an audio commentary and 
Live At the Aladdin: An Evening with Neil Gaiman , an 
engaging live reading in Portland, Oregon. If you’re 
already a Gaiman fan - this disc is essential. If 
you’ve never read any of his books, this disc is 
essential. Watch him, then read him. 

Jovanka Vuckovic 



CELLULAR - 

5:50 mins/www.senoreality.com 

Given the increasing number of individuals 
who appear perpetually glued to them, it seems 
the ubiquitous cellphone has practically become 
a permanent appendage of the human body. 
Writer/director Patrick Rea’s short film Cell-ular 
comments directly on this painfully obvious 
observation. 

In Cell-ular, a man enslaved to the many 
whims of his fiercely demanding mobile phone 


is one day alarmed to discover that it’s grown 
tentacles and permanently attached itself to his 
head! Imagine a David Cronenberg film but sub- 
tract all of the delightfully cerebral sexual per- 
version and remove every last vestige of its 
uniquely detached and menacing style, and 
you’d be left with something vaguely resembling 
Rea’s technophobic migraine. 

Stuart Andrews 


FILTHY 

35 mins/www.filthythemovie.com 

Filthy is a stylish, polished, balls-out horror 
film made by an aspiring independent film col- 
lective in South Florida. All involved are talented 
and dedicated, and their hearts (and various 
other internal organs) are splattered across the 
screen. Unfortunately, the film plays as a Read- 
er’s Digest remake 
of House of 1,000 
Corpses but at least 
it’s well-paced, gen- 
uinely twisted, and 
gory. 

Filthy is, like 
House, derivative of 
The Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre (1 974) but 
the stock Leather- 
face character is an 
inspired bit of luna- 
cy: MeatMan is a 
shambling cadaver 
comprised of meat, gristle, and fat, who picks 
hunks of rotting food off his back for the requi- 
site dinner scene. With its gleeful disregard for 
political correctness and creative gore, FUthymW 
likely appeal to a wide audience; it’s just one 
that I would prefer not to be sitting in. 

The Gore-Met 
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■Time Out 


The Toronto Star 


T he small, sleepy town of 

BURQUITLAM IS THROWN INTO 
AN UPROAR WHEN THE LOCAL 
BUTCHER HIRES ABDULLAH, WHO 
PROCEEDS TO MURDER THE MAYOR 
AND HIDE HIS BODY IN THE FREEZER/ 
WHEN ALIENS LAND IN SEARCH OF A 
RARE FUEL, WE HAVE +HE PERFECT 
SETTING FOR A CRAZY SCI-FI, MUSICAL 
COMEDY THAT DEFIES. EXPLANATION/ 


Available at 


© 2005 KOCH Vision LLC • All Rights Reserved • kochvision.com 


o-fferinj p«intc4 unpointed 
busts props 


Cheeky out our onfine store 


>/>/■*/, D. 
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eLCCTRiC BOOBS OF BJZlLi 



Starring Tonya Offer, John Cassano 
and Amy Webber 

Directed by H. Tjut Djalil (as John Miller) 

Written by H.Tjut Djalil and H.R. Spring 
Mondo Macabro 

The Indonesian horror industry 
rose in the late ’70s when distrib- 
utors of imported films were 
required, with government assis- 
tance, to fund local film produc- 
tions. A slew of cheap and lurid 
product followed, and Djalil’s 
delirious Mystics In Bali (1981) 
is considered the choice slab. 

Long after the decline of the 
domestic horror film industry, Djalil made 
two heavily Americanized films, Lady Ter- 
minator (1988) and this mind-boggling, 
immensely entertaining blood cocktail. 

After an armed robbery ends tragically, a 
reanimated severed finger partially resur- 
rects the corpse of the Queen of Darkness 
(Webber), who hoovers the blood out of a 
decapitated dog to complete her transforma- 
tion to human fonn. Meanwhile, an ample- 
breasted woman (Offer) flees her brutally 
abusive boyfriend for the comfort of her sis- 
ter, a model living in Jakarta (which does 


double duty as LA). 

A random reading from a book of black 
magic leaves her possessed by the Queen, 
who appears before her with electric boobs 
or as a floating head. The Queen’s lust for 
blood must be satisfied, so the possessed 
woman prowls the streets for men to seduce 
and drain of bodily fluids. And that’s not the 
half of it! Only the ubiquitous 
wise man schooled in the black 
arts can send the Queen back to 
whatever passes for Hell in 
Indonesia. 

Loaded with exploding cars, 
flying glass, lasers, spurting 
blood, dubious optical effects 
and busty bikini babes, this is the 
type of outrageous cult film that 
could at one time only have been 
read about. Mondo Macabro 
have rectified this, delivering a solid but 
unremarkable print (apparently Indonesian 
films are not well cared for) in the original 
1.78:1 aspect ratio. The use of the optically- 
censored version, which utilizes glowing 
blobs and crackling electricity to mask the 
naughty bits, enhances the fun. Extras 
include interviews with Djalil and American 
FX artist Steve Prouty, SFX commentary 
from Prouty, a text essay and a trailer reel for 
other Mondo Macabro releases. 

The Gore-Met 



EPIDEMIC (1388] DVD 

Starring Lars von Trier, Niels Vorsen 

and Udo Kier 

Directed by Lars Von Trier 

Written by Niels Vorsen and Lars von Trier 

Home Vision Entertainment 



If nothing scares you more than Danish 
guys smoking cigarettes and talking about 
wine, prepare for the thrill ride of a lifetime. 
However, if you’re looking at the killer 
DVD cover for Lars von Trier’s Epidemic in 
anticipation of something approximating a 
horror movie, prepare for disappointment - 
the type you’d get buying a ticket for a roller 
coaster, then getting a ride on one of those 
little trains at the zoo. Toot toot. 

Although it’s the product of the co- 
writer/director of The Kingdom - the per- 
fectly twisted European TV miniseries - and 
co-stars Udo Kier, an 
actor matched only by 
Christopher Walken for 
balls-to-the-wall weird- 
ness, Epidemic is more 
interested in film school 
posturing than story- 
telling. Rumoured to be 
the product of a bet the 
director made to finish a 
feature on a ridiculously 
small budget, his second full-length film is 
108 minutes of talking heads. 

In so-meta-it-hurts film school fashion, 
von Trier and co-writer Niels Vorsen star as 
screenwriters whose script is accidentally 
deleted. They forget how the story went and 
decide to bang off a new script about a dead- 
ly ( Cabin Fever-style) sickness. As the film- 
within-a-film story of a doctor escaping a 
plague-ravaged city unfolds, unbeknownst 
to the screenwriters, a real plague breaks 
out. 

Some of the scenes from the “fictional” 
story have the dark fairy tale quality of other 
von Trier films like Zentropa , but they’re 
few and far between the dinner parties and 
mundane discussions. At one point Udo Kier 
appears and joins the talkathon, then, later, 
the film finally comes to a bloody but all- 
too-brief climax involving a mesmerized 
woman channeling a plague victim. 

Displaying minimal interest in the genre, 
von Trier simply uses its trappings for artis- 
tic statements. He might have been challeng- 
ing viewer notions of cinema (or whatever), 
but given the fascinating horrors he’s con- 
cocted in other projects that accomplish the 
same thing, Epidemic reeks of auteur ego 
when it should smell of copper crimson. 

Dave Alexander 
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THE MANSION OF MADNESS (1972) DVD 

Starring Claudio Brook, Arthur Hansle 
and Ellen Sherman 
Directed by Juan Lopez Moctezuma 
Written by Juan Lopez Moctezuma, 

Carlos lllescas and Edgar Allan Poe (story) 
Mondo Macabro 

H Fans of the surrealist vam- 
pire erotica mood piece Alu- 
carda are no doubt familiar 
with the work of Mexican 
filmmaker Juan Lopez 
Moctezuma. Moctezuma 
was a colleague of fellow 
south-of-the-border vision- 
ary Alejandro Jodorowsky and the two 
of them ran a hugely popular “Theatre of 
the Absurd” in the late ’60s. But while 
Jodorowsky was enjoying international cult 
success with celebrated wig-out movies like 
El Topo and The Holy Mountain, Moctezu- 
ma turned to the scribblings of Poe for 
inspiration. The result was the unclassifi- 
able, certifiably insane The Mansion of 
Madness - now available in its original 
length and language from Mondo Macabro. 

In 1972, a crass American distributor got 
its paws on Mansion and, under the colour- 
ful title Dr. Tarr s Torture Dungeon, tried its 
damnedest to sell it as a tawdry exploitation 
horror film. Not that there’s anything wrong 
with that, but from the get-go it’s clear that 
Moctezuma is operating on a completely 


different level. 

The madness begins when 
a French psychiatrist arrives 
at the title estate - a sprawl- 
ing backwoods mental hospi- 
tal - to investigate the contro- 
versial treatments of its direc- 
tor Dr. Fragonard, and dis- 
covers that the lunatics have 
indeed taken over the asylum. 
The entire structure is now 
functioning as a kind of orga- 
nized Empire of Insanity 
where anything, and I mean 
anything, goes. Rape, vio- 
lence, depravity of all sorts 
(including a man who thinks 
he’s a chicken) all figure into 
the loosely contrived “plot”. 

Those not familiar with the small but 
important Mexican surrealist movement of 
the early ’70s and those expecting a tradi- 
tional “horror” film will absolutely loathe 
this picture. If, however, you like your genre 
pics dark, strange and colourful, you’ll 
undoubtedly appreciate this ffee-form foray 
into psychosis. Although it’s easier to respect 
than enjoy watching (it’s a bit too fever- 
pitched and often walks the fine line between 
kooky and just plain obnoxious), the movie 
looks spectacular, and the extras are astound- 
ing. The most impressive supplement is a 
short interview with Guillermo del Toro, in 
which he explains the influence Moctezuma 
had on horror. It’s not his best film by any 
stretch (his sleazy Martin-esque vampire 
opus Mary, Mary, Bloody Mary surpasses it) 
but an important piece of Mexi-horror histo- 
ry nevertheless. 

Chris Alexander 
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Starring Tim Donnelly, Dick Sargent 
and Peter Graves 
Directed by Robert S. Fiveson 
Written by Ron Smith, Bob Sullivan 
and Myrl Schreibman 
Mondo Macabro 

It stands to reason that you can’t launch a 
half-decent futuristic right-wing dystopia 
without laying the groundwork via a present- 
day top-secret evil plot. Without The 


Manchurian Candidate or even The Stepford 
Wives, it’s unlikely the world would eventu- 
ally fall into the evil clutches of regimes like 
the ones in The Handmaid's Tale or 1984. 

Budgetary constraints? Not to worry - even 
on the cheap. Clonus (a.k.a. Parts: The 
Clonus Horror) provides 
that first crucial step toward 
Death Race 2000. And in 
spite of its modest budget, 
the film never seriously 
embarrasses itself with 
cheeseball effects or design, 
primarily because it’s con- 
siderably more character- 
driven than many of its ilk. 

The titular corporation - 
presided over by a shadowy Dr. 
Strangelove/Emst Stavro Blofeld-type - is a 
clone farm in the wilds of California, churn- 
ing out genetic remakes of important gov- 
ernment and industry types in case the orig- 
inals suddenly need a new heart, kidney or 
sundry giblets. The clones are plied with 
promises of trips to the magical kingdom of 
America upon “graduation”, which one of 
the smarter ones (Donnelly) discovers actu- 
ally consists of being cryogenically frozen 
and hermetically sealed to await organ har- 
vesting. And in the time-honoured tradition 
of Winston Smith, Spartacus and, uh, who- 
ever Geddy Lee was supposed to be in 2112, 
disgruntled Clone Guy has an epiphany and 
takes on city hall for better or worse. 

Not the flashiest or smartest film of its 
kind, Clonus still has a lot to recommend it. 
Dick Sargent (yep, that’s Darren Stevens 
Version 2.0 from Bewitched) pours on the 
evil in a surprisingly convincing perfor- 
mance as one of the corp’s dastardly geneti- 
cists, and Peter Graves ( Mission : Impossi- 
ble) is a study in the banality of evil as a 
shady yet bland presidential candidate, eeri- 
ly foretelling Bushes Senior and Junior. 

Extras include a lengthy interview with 
director Fiveson, as well as an entertaining 
commentary track which sheds some light 
on - among other things - the importance of 
product placement in low-budget films. 
Fiveson, however, is less forthcoming about 
the weird homoerotic undercurrent between 
Donnelly and a secondary character. Like, 
remember Saturday Night Live's Ambigu- 
ously Gay Duo? Yeah, like that. 

John W. Bowen 
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Those who exclusively associate ROALD DAHL with 
classic children’s novels like Charlie and the 
Chocolate Factory and James and the Giant Peach 
are in for a coronary, because the author was also 
one of the most notorious purveyors of sick, 
twisted, macabre short fiction! Now on DVD, the 
British television series that once showcased 
the writer’s warped mind: ROALD DAHL’S 
TALES OF THE UNEXPECTED. 


by Chris Alexander 


ROALD DAHL'S TALES OF THE 
UNEXPECTED (1979-1984) DVD 
Starring various 
Written and directed by various 
Granada International/Acorn Media 

That’s right, jolly old Roald Dahl, he of Oom- 
pah Loompahs and great glass elevators also 
wrote stories of men morphing into insects and 
wives splitting their hubby’s skulls open. In fact, 
kid-lit is just a footnote in 
the man’s career, albeit a 
financially sound foot- 
note, no doubt. 

In 1979, Britain’s 
Granada television com- 
missioned the aging 
scribe to create a short 
form anthology TV series 
based on his darker out- 
put. The result was Roald 
Dahl’s Tales of the Unex- 
pected, a grisly, grimly humorous, occasionally 
tragic, quite often absurd program hosted by 
Dahl himself that sported a gaggle of A and B- 
list British and American stars. I’ve never for- 
gotten the cozy chills and haunting aftertaste 
the show left (it had a syndicated North Ameri- 
can run on CBS), and so it’s a macabre delight 
to discover that the new twin box sets from 
Acorn Media - collecting the first two seasons 
and the relatively Dahl-free third and fourth - 


have not only aged beautifully, but also retain 
the power to chill my post-Thatcher heart and 
kick my banger-fed arse. 

The series begins with Dahl’s story The Man 
From South Seas (previously and arguably more 
successfully adapted on NBC’s Alfred Hitchcock 
Presents), starring the ever-elegant Jose Ferrer 
as a gambling lunatic and bland yankee 
Michael Ontkean as his naive mark. If you know 
the story, you know the ending is both shocking 
and thoroughly silly, and it’s this almost quaint 
blend of the barbaric and buffoonish that gives 
Tales its teeth. Other highlights in the first set 
include the creepy Royal Jelly, in which a 
slovenly beekeeper secretly feeds his infant son 
the titular goo with shuddery results, and the 
immortal Lamb To The Slaughter (also adapted 
in AHP). You know the story of Lamb: a betrayed 
wife bashes her cheating husband’s head in 
with a leg of lamb, and ends up feeding the evi- 
dence to the hungry constable investigating the 
case. Brilliant stuff. 

Set two opens on an ultra-nasty note with the 
queasy Grimm-esque tale Flypaper, in which a 
little girl is put upon by a roving pedophile. At 
this point, the show was still positioning Dahl as 
host, but had opened itself up to other writers 
as well. Flypaper, written by English mystery 
scribe Elizabeth Taylor, is very much in tune 
with Dahl’s trademark black wit but takes a 
much darker dive into pure horror. It’s an unfor- 
gettable morality tale that, ultimately, is pretty 


thin on morals. In a com- 
pletely different vein is the 
uproarious Vengeance Is 
Mine Inc; again penned by 
Dahl, ,a tale of two losers 
who get into the freelance 
retribution business. 

The show takes another 
tailspin back into the pitch 
with the chilling and ironic Skin, starring veter- 
an stage thespian Derek Jacobi as a sweet, 
sad, homeless Parisian with a rather unique tat- 
too etched into his back, a priceless image that 
may or may not deliver him from his living hell. 

Tales would run for eight risque seasons, with 
the eventually dead Dahl’s name being dropped 
from the title and hosting duties usurped by 
Paper Chase thespian John Houseman. The 
quality and intensity of the series never 
wavered, however; in fact the generally cruel 
and pulpy tone of the show is the closest cousin 
to the old Amicus omnibuses of the 1970s (i.e. 
Tales from the Crypt, Asylum and Tales That 
Witness Madness). 

The two sets currently contain no special fea- 
tures and picture quality is as good/bad as one 
has come to expect from British shows of that 
era. And please, do not be put off by the admit- 
tedly lame packaging, because those with a 
taste for mannered terror would be wise to 
wade into Dahl’s dark side. Addiction is 
inevitable. & 
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A pre-They Live Piper repopulates Earth in 

Hell Comes to Frogtown. 


TH6 iSPOCiqLVPSG ON 
& BUDGET... WITH FROGS 



Starring Roddy Piper, Sandahl Bergman 
and Rory Calhoun 

Directed by R.J. Kizer and Donald G. Jackson 
Written by Randall Frakes 
Anchor Bay Entertainment 



In the far-off future of the late 20th centu- 
ry, a “slight disagreement” involving global 
thermonuclear exchange leaves the male 
population reduced by 
68% and the survivors left 
largely infertile. Humani- 
ty’s fate is left in the 
loaded weapon of scav- 
enger Sam Hell (Piper), 
one of the last potent men 
on the planet. His mis- 
sion, outlined by govern- 
ment agent Bergman, is 
to travel to the wasteland 
to impregnate a trio of highly fertile hot 
babes, which is nice work if you can get it. 

Problem is they’ve been kidnapped by the 
mutant frog forces of Commander Toady. 
Oh, and Hell’s been fitted with a metal diaper 


packed with C4 that will blow his balls off if 
he tries to escape. With only his wits and 
explosive “package” to guide him, Hell sets 
off for Frogtown in a hot-pink armoured 
transport. The Handmaid's Tale this ain’t. 

Hell Comes to Frogtown gleefully 
embraces sexism and feminism at once, sub- 
verting its own macho cliches with clever, if 
unsubtle, wit. The paltry budget is made up 
for in goofy charm and the seat-of-the-pants 
enthusiasm of the filmmakers, aided in no 
small part by Steve ( The Guyver) Wang’s 
primitive but effective frog FX. The cast is an 
engaging blend of cult players (including 
Rory Calhoun and William Smith). A pre- 
They Live Piper acquits himself well, and 
Bergman makes the most of her role (“You’re 
out of uniform, soldier”) as the uptight keep- 
er of Piper’s pipe, notably when she con- 
fronts Toady and, in the film’s most memo- 
rable moment, awakens “the three snakes”. 

The disc features an engaging commentary 
by director Jackson (whom this reviewer was 
saddened to learn succumbed to leukemia in 
2003 at the age of 50) and screenwriter 
Frakes (who shamelessly name-checks long- 
time associate James Cameron at three- 
minute intervals). The two detail the film’s 
production history from its modest begin- 
nings as a micro-budget direct-to-video 
release to its magical, Cinderella-like trans- 
formation into an extremely low-budget the- 
atrical feature that went straight to video any- 
way when financier New World infamously 
imploded in the mid-1980s. It’s a gem of that 
post-apoc epoch. 

Joseph O’Brien 

GPD H59TGS GIRLS 

IDE FIEND (1911 1 DVD 

Starring Patrick Magee, Tony Beckley 
and Ann Todd 

Directed by Robert Hartford-Davis 
Written by Brian Comport 
Redemption 

There’s weird and then there’s weird, and 
long-lost UK oddity The Fiend (a.k.a. 


Beware My Brethren) falls into the latter cat- 
egory - it’s fucking WEIRD! Mixing equal 
parts religious dementia, homicidal psycho 
sexuality and implied incest, The Fiend , 
finally available in its entirety from hit-and- 
miss sleaze specialists Redemption, is a 
strictly love-it-or-hate-it affair. 

And I’m of the former leaning. Indeed, I’d 
be hard pressed to defend the film as a “good 
movie” (Hell, at this point I’m not even sure 
what a good movie is anymore!), but I can 
tell you that it’s littered with the lovely, early 
’70s exploitation elements that so many of 
us thrive on. Director Robert Hartford-Davis 
(of the excellent Pete Cushing vehicle Cor- 
ruption) has fashioned a truly demented jet- 
black comedy concerning an almost pagan 
evangelical sect (led by ever-creepy Clock- 
work Orange co-star Magee), and the hold it 
has on a psychotic widow and her consider- 
ably more nutty son Kenny. 

Kenny (chillingly essayed by the late Tony 
Beckley) has this wiggy idea that he must 
save dirty English 
girls’ souls by stalking 
them, hacking them 
up, recording the 
noisy, messy murders 
on reel-to-reel and 
collecting their blood- 
caked bras for posteri- 
ty. Well, the Bible is 
open to interpretation, 
so who knows... 

Brutal murders, 
scummy sexuality, tacky nude scenes, obvi- 
ous body slams against organized religion, 
mommy-son lovin’ and the most hilariously 
wrong gospel musical number in cinema his- 
tory are the histrionic and deliriously melo- 
dramatic elements that combine to make The 
Fiend a favourite non-Pete Walker British 
nasty of the era. Redemption skimps on the 
extras but throws in the original (albeit mis- 
leading trailer) and presents this utterly 
bonkers non-classic in gorgeous widescreen. 
Recommended for homy retro heathens and 
crackheads only. 

Chris Alexander 
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BASED ON A TRUE ST 

This unrated film contains sexually explicit material, graphic violence a 
It should not be viewed by anyone 17 and under. 

.suable at amazon.com & amazon. 


MUSIC BY PHILIP H. ANSELMO 

DVD EXTRAS 
THEATRICAL TRAILERS 
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DOLBY SURROUND 


BONUS DISC 

‘THE VANBEBBER FAMILY’ DOCUMENTARY 
Featuring at-new interviews with cast and crew. 

‘IN THE BELLY OF THE BEAST’ DOCUMENTARY 
From thetanTasia Festival in Monfreal featuring 
Jim VanBebber and other independent filmmakers. 
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FOR THOSE OF <OU V'HO MISSED THE LIMITED THEATRICAL RELEASE 
Of DONNIE DANKO: TOE DINECTON'S CUT LATE LAST YEAR. 

FOX HOME VIDEO RELEASES THE RECUT FILM OR DVD. 

Reopening the SF . 

CELLAR DOOR 
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I f The Breakfast Club were 
written by Philip K. Dick 
and directed by John 
Hughes while possessed by 
the ghost of David Lynch, you 
might have something approx- 
imating Donnie Darko. At long 
last, Richard Kelly’s complicat- 
ed and beautiful debut feature 
manifests itself in its true form, 
with twenty minutes appended. The unclassifi- 
able Donnie Darko slipped under almost every- 
one’s radar when it was originally released in 
2001 , in the unfortunate wake of 9/1 1 . Its apoc- 
alyptic theme - that included a jet engine crash- 
ing into a house, signalling the end of our exis- 


tence - was just too close for 
comfort at the time, with the end 
result that it crept out of theatres 
as quietly as it came. 

Though still an innovative and 
captivating cinematic experience, 
the Donnie Darko theatrical cut 
was a slightly confusing, recali- 
brated sibling of itself that left 
many viewers struggling to com- 
prehend its theological, pseudo-scientific plot 
and meaning. But this can be a mixed blessing 
for a cult film; sophisticated filmgoers were nev- 
ertheless affected by Darko' s mesmeric tone, 
provoking them to unravel the mystery. Digital 
missionaries then preached the Doctrine of 
Darko all over the internet and a loyal video fan- 
club was born. 

Darko has since become a massive cult 
favourite despite (or perhaps owing to) the fact 
that it exists in the shadowy margins of genre. 
Beneath the rich visual textures, brooding atmos- 
phere and heavy symbolism that ornament the 
film, is a coming-of-age story about a troubled 
teenager (Jake Gyllenhaal, as the titular Donnie) 
trying to embrace the uncertainty of the future. 

Set in 1988, Kelly juxtaposes the apocalyptic 
visions of a possibly deranged young man with 
the candy-coated music of the era, deliberately 
chosen and perfectly suited for the scenes in 
which it graces (witness Gary Jules’ cover of 
Tears For Fears' Mad World where the refrain - 
“The dreams in which I’m dying/Are the best I’ve 
ever had” - is more than fitting when played out 
over the aftermath of Darko’s death scene). 
Though Echo And The Bunnymen’s The Killing 
Moon is replaced by INXS’ Never Tear Us Apart 
during Darko' s graceful and enigmatic opening, 
the rest of the soundtrack - full of atmos- 
pheric dread - is intact, and remains one 
of the most sublime film scores ever 
recorded. 

The religious overtones (seriously 
questioning the existence of god) and 


references to Roberta Sparrow’s fictional book 
The Philosophy of Time Travel - which play an 
essential role in' the mythology of the film - were 
excised from the theatrical cut but are restored 
here, making The Director’s Cut an entirely dif- 
ferent apotheosis of the movie. Put simply, 
young Donnie Darko is a kind of deus ex machi- 
na, an unintentional, Christ-like superhero who 
travels back in time and sacrifices himself to 
save his loved ones and the rest of the world 
from oblivion. For the task, he’s aided by a six- 
foot rabbit and a nun-turned-physicist who the 
locals call Grandma Death. 

Despite the ludicrousness of those elements, 
The Director’s Cut is an intelligent, existentialist 
social satire about isolation, embracing the 
unknown origin of human existence, our free- 
dom of choice and the consequences of our 
actions, as Darko follows Frank the rabbit (inci- 
dentally, a symbol of self-sacrifice to Buddhists) 
toward an uncertain future. One that makes 
obvious references to The Evil Dead and The 
Last Temptation of Christ but also subtler nods 
to E.T., Kubrick’s Lolita and Francis Ford Coppo- 
la’s ’80s teen vehicle Peggy Sue Got Married ( its 
tagline: “Knowing what you know now, what 
would you do differently?”), as well as Alice in 
Wonderland and even one of the genre’s most 
beloved writers; the “famous linguist” that Miss 
Pommeroy (Drew Barrymore) refers to, whose 
favourite combination of words in the English 
language was “cellar door” is none other than 
Edgar Allan Poe. 

The new two-disc Director's Cut features 
commentary by writer/director Kelly along with 
Kevin (Dogma) Smith, a production diary with 
optional commentary by DOP Steven Poster, a 
documentary called They Made Me Do It Too: 
The Cult of Donnie Darko, a storyboard-to- 
screen featurette, and a short titled #1 Fan: A 
Darkomentary (a hilarious example of obsessive 
fandom). For those who didn’t “get” Donnie 
Darko the first time they saw it, The Director’s 
Cut is reason enough to revisit it. Buy this DVD. 
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Based On A Shocking True Story 

Barbara Hershey stars as Carla Moran, a hard-working single mother brutally 
and repeatedly attacked by someone - or something - that she cannot see. Now with a 
group of daring parapsychologists, Carla will attempt an unthinkable experiment: to 
seduce, trap and ultimately copture the depraved spectral fury that is THE ENTITY. i 

Terrifying extras include The Entity Tiles - an all-new documentary d 

about the true-life "Entity" case, featuring Parapsychologist m 

Dr. Barry Taff / wM 
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Available May 3rd 


"Fright Titans STEPHEN KING And CLIVE 
BARKER Send A Shiver Up Your Spine!" 

-THE LOS ANGELES TIMES 


r /r ^ rom ^ orror Masters 
f J STEPHEN KING and 
/ CLIVE BARKER 

^ Written and Directed by 

/ MICK GARRIS 

/ He is a collector of rare objects and dark tales, riding the 
back roads in search of the black heart of America, for him, 
there is no light without darkness, no life without death. His name is 
Aaron Quicksilver and he has two horrific tales to share. . . 
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LLOYD 


MATT 

FREWER 


Packed with bonus features, including a brand-new interview 
with star Watt Frewer, commentary with writer/director Mick Garris 
and actress Cynthia Garris, storyboard galleries and more! 


Available May 1 7th 


www.anchorbayentertainment.com 







A HAUNTED WHUDUNNIT 


Starring Laura La Plante, Creighton Hale 
and Tully Marshall 
Directed by Paul Leni 

Written by Alfred A. Cohn and Robert F. Hill 
Kino On Video 


Slide-away bookcases, secret passages, 
disappearing house guests, a hidden fortune, 
and a maniac loose in the house — silent film 
master Paul Leni’s The Cat and the Canary 
collects all the essential building blocks of a 
top-notch haunted house tale and constructs 
them into a towering classic of the 1 920s, a 
dynamically-staged whodunnit that’s often 
as comical as it is chilling. 

The film opens on an impressively gothic 
mansion where, at the stroke of midnight, a 
gaggle of greedy relatives arrive for the 
reading of Cyrus West’s last 
will and testament. As 
explained by West’s lawyer, 

Mr. Crosby (Marshall), since 
the miser felt his heirs stalked 
him like a helpless canary sur- 
rounded by predatory cats, his 
fortune is bequeathed to far- 
removed cousin Annabelle 
West (La Plante). Annabelle is 
shocked, especially when the 
jealous eyes of the others fall 
on her, but before the fortune is 
hers, she must pass a psychiatric 
exam and be declared sane. The 
young ingenue is immediately put to the test 
as clawed hands appear around comers, Mr. 
Crosby is swallowed up by the bookcase 
and somebody - or something — snatches an 
expensive necklace from her. Timid hero 
Paul Jones (Hale) intends to expose the cul- 
prit, but is it a scheming relative trying to 
drive her around the bend, an escapee from 


Vintage Horror -R eissues 

MARQUEE 


the mental institution 
up the road, or the 
angry ghost of Old 
Man West himself? 

The Cat and the 
Canary's central 
mystery - which has 
since become a sta- 
ple of the horror 
genre — won’t exact- 
ly keep modem audi- 
ences guessing, but 
what the film lacks 
in originality, it 
makes up for with 
groundbreaking 
visuals. Leni, who 
often worked as an 
art director, cut his 
teeth in the heyday „ „ 
of German Expres- The Cat and t he Canary: 

sionist horror with 


Comical and chilling. 


films like Waxworks. Here, he fills The Cat 
and the Canary with striking compositions 
- mansion towers that dissolve into medi- 
cine bottles, deep focus 
point-of-view shots down 
spooky corridors, and even 
animated title cards that have 
the printed dialogue shiver- 
ing in terror! This eye for the 
macabre also served Leni 
well in later years on Uni- 
versal’s 1929 film The Man 
Who Laughs , featuring then 
up-and-coming makeup 
artist Jack Pierce. Before 
his untimely death the fol- 
lowing year, Leni was even 
slated to direct Dracula. 

The humour of The Cat and the Canary, 
although corny at times, works to keep 
things lighthearted and fun between the 
spookier sequences. Better yet, it has also 
helped the film age like a fine wine. As 
opposed to more serious silent terror flicks, 
its unsubtle plot turns and theatrical acting 
can be forgiven as more curves in the film’s 


high-spirited roller-coaster ride. 

Another release in Kino’s enviable line of 
silent horror classics, The Cat and the 
Canary has been remastered from the origi- 
nal 35mm elements, and it looks generally 
quite crisp, considering its age. The disc 
also allows viewers to select between two 
scores: a newly composed string-heavy one 
by Franklin Stover, and a re-recording of 
James Bradford’s original music by Eric 
Beheim. Both work quite well, but 
Beheim’s version, which trades violins for 
an organ, is slightly more atmospheric. 
Kino’s DVD also contains silent comedy 
star Harold Lloyd’s enjoyable spoof of the 
film. Haunted Spooks. 

The Cat and the Canary has been adapted 
for the screen several times, including a 
1 939 version that put Bob Hope on the path 
to stardom, but Leni’s version is rightly 
considered a classic of silent horror, despite 
the fact that, in the end, the film’s influen- 
tial images might haunt you more than its 
ghostly atmosphere. 

Paul Corupe 
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tioner”. This masked, shirtless shit-kicker and 
the purportedly naughty movie surrounding him 
became my holy grail; if this sucker didn’t 
shock me, what would godammit? Whafil 

At the tender, Jackson-friendly age of four- 
teen, I used my income from my stock boy gig 
at Toys R Us to order a copy from the LA-based 
VHS bootleg outfit Sinister Cinema. It was 30 
bucks, 30 American bucks, but it was worth 
every penny. When the pokey postman finally 
dropped this slice o’ Euroshlock in my box, I 
almost fainted. Unwrapping the 
too-tight packaging and slipping 
the tape into my top-loading slot, I 
hunkered down and got ready to 
meet my maker. Needless to say, 
like many quests, the trip was 
certainly more thrilling than the 
destination. 

Bloody Pit did not blow my 
mind, did not turn me on or make 
me question the shady nature of 
mankind. It was a dopey, dated, 
dubbed, tame and cheap piece 
of kitsch, not anywhere near as frightening 
as that Dracula brain-switching episode of Gilli- 
gan’s Island. 

Years came, years went and I watched many 
exploitation, cult and horror non-epics. I began 
musing about what makes a European sleaze 


by Chris Alexander 

film a classic and my time-wasting mind kept 
drifting back to my once-coveted Crimson killer. 

I learned that the Executioner was, in fact, 
played by Mickey Hargitay, muscle-bound wid- 
ower of the headless Jane Mansfield and father 
to Mariska Hargitay from the ubiquitous cops ’n’ 
robbers series Law and Order. 

I also learned that Bloody Pit had a bubbling 
underground cult of cheese-worshipping 
lunatics, and that many mainstream filmmakers 
(including professional thief Quentin Tarantino) 
cite the movie as something of a landmark. So I 
repeated history. My old SC tape long since 
erased, I ordered a DVD copy from Something 
Weird and got ready to re-experience an unfor- 
tunate chapter of my misspent youth. 

To say my second viewing of Bloody Pit of 
Horror was a Second Coming may be waxing __ 
dramatic, but it’s as close to a religious experi- 
ence as I’ve ever had. Exploitation education 
had given me fresh eyes and I now clearly saw 
Bloody Pit for the camp masterpiece it truly is. 
Director Massimo Pupillo was like a lowbrow 
Fellini, I shit you not; this film explodes with 
colour, motion and a kind of frenzied, near-psy^ 
chotic energy unseen in any 
’60s cinema. 

Hargitay is simply amazing 
as the mad pervert, the girls 
are gorgeous and jiggly, and 
the tortures he subjects them 
to are both kinky and creative. 

And the climax? Sweet Jesus, ' 
it just keeps going and going 
and spinning and twisting until 
you feel dizzy and are forced to 
reach for the Dramamine. 

Bloody Pit of Horror and I are 
connected by a demonic des-'— 
tiny; my acceptance and adoration of the film is 
tantamount to my becoming a man. Our paths 
are forever locked, and if and when I make my 
first film, I promise it will be eijher a direct 
remake or a shameless rip-off. Alexander out. & 


I ’m sure you know by now that the blood 
pounding through my veins is, in fact, 
corrosive liquid celluloid. I have adored 
horror movies all of my life and plan to 
continue this ever-evolving love affair 
until my last gory gasp. As I age and my tastes 
refine, I realize that I am drawn to - and indeed 
will tolerate - only two types of films: the mas- 
terpieces and the barrel-scraping atrocities. 

You know what I mean; the flicks that tran- 
scend their inherent lowbrow silliness and end 
up operating on a subconscious level, achieving 
a kind of cinematic immortality. The genre is 
ripe with these guilty pleasures and, by and 
large, my rather bent fascination with them is 
ffie reason this controversial column draws you 
like a magnet every month. This issue l‘d like to 
devote a chunk of time to what may or may not 
be my all-time favourite so-called “bad” film: II 
Boia Scarlotto , better known to Western 
weirdos as - wait for it - The Bloody Pit of Hor- 
ror (1965). 

Bloody Pit of Horror. Fuck man, I love just typ- 
ing that title. I’ll say it again: Bloody Pit of Hor- 
ror. Sigh. I remember seeing a repro ad slick of 
the flick when I was but a wee brat becoming 
obsessed with film. The come-on featured 
untold sado-masochistic thrills beyond my 
wildest dreams perpetrated by some De 
Sadean psycho known a^ “The Crimson Execu- 


"Bloody Pit of Horror and / one connected er a demonic destiny; my 

ACCEPTANCE ANO ADORATION OF THE FILM IS TANTAMOUNT TO MY BECOMING A MAN. " 
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in This issue! 

CONTAINMENT #4 (OF 5) 
by Eric Red and Nick Stakal IDW 

ASHES #1 (OF 13) 

by Gerald Sanchez and Lionel Ordaz Damage 

WHITECHAPEL FREAK 
by David Hitchcock Full Circle 

THE IRREGULARS 

by Altman, Reaves and Dazo Dark Horse 
RAVENOUS 

by Dawn Brown Speakeasy 

TEENAGERS FROM MARS 
by Rick Spears and Rob G Gigantic 



F rom starving itinerant vampires to 
werewolves picking bones with the 
family dog (the films Near Dark and 
Bad Moon, respectively), writer Eric Red 
has always excelled at putting the “arch” 
back in archetypes - and presenting said 
characters in a gritty, realistic context. His 
first comic, Containment , is no exception, 
embracing the on-the-surface sensational 
idea of zombies in space but grounding it 
with a credible scientific twist. 

“If I’m going to deal with an archetype 
character, I approach it as if that character 
really existed,” 
Red told Rue 
Morgue. “I ask 
myself what is 
the psychologi- 
cal underpinning 
required to make 
the situation 
believable.” 

An approach 
that served him 
well on Near 
Dark, Red’s 
reality manifested itself as a dysfunctional 
vampire “family”, travelling by day in an 
RV with the windows blacked out. 

“I realized vampires would be more like 
Jesse James or other American outlaws,” he 
says, “living on the fringe of society and 
barely getting by.” 

A five-issue miniseries (wrapping as you 
read this), Red’s Containment offers a space 
mission gone awry, wherein the “zombies” 
are members of a Saturn-bound crew whose 
cryogenic fluids are mysteriously thrown 
off-balance, causing premature awakening 
and, naturally, rabid madness. 

“The human factors were very important 
to me,” he notes. “I intentionally kept the 
group very small, thus very tight-knit. These 
zombies aren’t anonymous people trying to 
break down the door — you can’t deal with 
them as ‘monsters’ - and every choice 
comes down to survival in a situation where 
being humane can end up being a liability.” 

Red also allowed for an out: the possibili- 
ty that because science caused the mishap, 


perhaps science can 
also reverse it. If the 
seven (of twelve) 
zombified members of 
The Explorer can be 
isolated, just maybe 
they can be saved. 

“That creates invest- 
ment in the characters 
on the part of the read- 
ers and, inevitably 
(hopefully), credibili- 
ty,” he says. “When the 
audience believes 
what’s happening, their 
involvement is height- 
ened tenfold.” 

High-tension action 
has also been known to 
heighten an audience’s 
involvement, and 
Red’s films are 
deservedly renowned 
for their ability to jolt. 

“What I try to do in 
any horror story is have 
a very clean confronta- 
tion between the good 
guy and the bad guy,” 
he reveals. “Horror has 
what I call ‘rippers’ - 
visceral moments that 
really grab the audi- 
ence.” 

The Hitcher, Red’s 
first produced script, contains a literal “rip- 
per”, as Nash (Jennifer Jason Leigh) gets 
drawn and quartered by Mack trucks - a 
scene that screen villain Rutger Hauer ini- 
tially refused to shoot. Near Dark is infa- 
mous for the vampire troupe’s “finger lickin’ 
good” roadhouse massacre (though Red 
points out that Bill Paxton’s immortal line 
was improvised). For its part. Containment 
delivers at least a “ripper” an issue, and a 
good half-dozen of them in chapter four. 

“That’s the high point for action, whereas 
the conclusion is a bit more Sergio Leone,” 
says Red. (As it happens, he’s already start- 
ed playing around with an idea for a Western 


Containment brings the undead to outer space. 


horror). 

Red happily admits that writing Contain- 
ment was a great experience that he pretty 
much stumbled upon after IDW asked him to 
write an introduction to the Dark Days TPB, 
and he simply asked for more. He notes that a 
comic script is much more demanding than a 
film script, though, because it’s like creating 
the script and the shot list simultaneously. 
And the best part? 

“I get final cut,” he says. 

In terms of Red’s naughty little zombies, it 
looks like Hollywood can eat its heart out.... 
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Admittedly. I’ve probably been watching 
Eric Red’s Near Dark a bit too often recent- 
ly. Regardless, Gerald Sanchez’s Ashes, an 
out-with-the-romanticism, in-with-the-out- 
law take on vampires, is a refreshing kick in 
the teeth for the usually Byronic mythos. 

There’s attitude to 
spare here (just 
look at the cover). 
Which is not to 
say that the book 
isn’t waaay too 
world-weary and 
macho for its own 
good, nor that 
two pages of 
action with every 
single panel set 
to G ’n’ F ’n’ R 
isn’t two too 
many. But in the 
end, Ashes is hot where it counts. I was not 
expecting that nasty little IV spike in the 
hospital, and though the corkscrew vampire 
in the disco toilet stall made me laugh (as 
intended), the scene’s stark goriness had me 
clearing my own throat every time the pro- 
tagonist vomited - a pretty sublime achieve- 
ment, really. 

An absolute ripper of a tale, in more ways 
than one, Whitechapel Freak is a historical 
mystery-horror wherein a car- 
nival passes through London’s 
Whitechapel district at the 
time of the murder spree of 
“Saucy Jack” (infamously 
dubbed “Jack the Ripper” by 
the contemporary press). 
Penciller/writer David Hitch- 
cock’s angular art, stoked 
with gaslit atmosphere cour- 
tesy of colourist Philippe 
Gaulier, gives us nothing 
short of London via Robert 
Wiene’s Das Kabinett des 
Doktor Caligari. And the 
plot is top-notch (unless 
you’re expecting a From 
Hell redux, in which case you should simply 
reread Alan Moore’s masterpiece). So, what 
ties Jack’s killings to the grotesque group 


that includes Eliza the bearded lady, Gustav 
the dwarf, Jacobi the “slug” and camy 
impresario Mr. Cofffey? Sorry, sir, you’ll 
have to buy your own ticket in order to see 
the show, but I guarantee you it won’t disap- 
point. 

For a different look at the Whitechapel 
district, The Irregulars posits six plucky 
orphans in 1880s London who just want to 
go “Holmes.” Fans of Sherlock stories will 
have already guessed that this mini-motley 
crew are indeed the “Baker Street Irregu- 
lars” that appear in three of the detective’s 
Conan Doyle stories. Writers Steven-Elliot 
Altman and Michael Reaves cook up a sweet 
but sometimes 
too saccharin 
adventure that 
finds the troupe 
front and centre 
when Watson is 
arrested for com- 
mitting an unpro- 
voked and inex- 
plicable daylight 
homicide (forcing 
Holmes to operate 
behind the scenes. 

Hound of the Baskervilles-style, as his 
actions naturally become of great interest to 
the police). The big difference between this 
story and that of the Henry B.’s hound, 
though, is that the horror here is real - Love- 
craftian, even — giving the whole affair the 
flavour of Mike Mignola’s 
B.P.R.D. if it were staffed 
by Fagin’s thieves in Oliver 
Twist. Artist Bong Dazo 
does an admirable job of 
capturing the cartoonish fun 
requisite to any story starring 
children, though the black 
and white medium often- 
times works against his busy 
paneling. (No, your eyes 
aren’t tricking you: the cover 
paints a picture both more 
colourful and more sinister 
because it’s by a different 
artist, Ben Templesmith.) 

To be filed under not-quite-horror-but- 
nonetheless-worth-your-time is the collected 
edition of Teenagers From Mars, one of the 





Granted, Ravenous is a clever enough title 
for a project inspired by the works of Edgar 
Allan Poe, specifically The Raven. And to be 
fair, writer/artist Dawn Brown gives credit 
where it’s due: her 100-page horror story of 
a hallucinating homicide investigator’s 
inevitable fate is supplemented with an 
appendix that reprints the five Poe originals 
that fired up her own tale-telling heart. But 
even if the backgrounds in this book weren’t 
way too empty (to wit: the climactic mas- 
querade ball is the wrong 
kind of “roomy”) and the 
tough-cop characters too 
tired and cliched, the free- 
form poetry by way of 
narration is enough to 
make any Poe fan cringe 
(“The air was still, not a 
leaf Stirred/Behold The 
Red Death... and he’s 
giving me the bird!”). 

Clearly, Brown was 
motivated, but “inspired” is 
another matter - and though she tries to 
make it work, the book feels forced. Quoth 
this raven: “Less would have been more.” 




most consistent indie series of the last few 
years. “Mars” here is a small American 
town, and the titular teens are essentially 
Bonnie and 
Clyde (a) if they 
actually had a 
cause and (b) if 
they loved zom- 
bies. This 
book’s rife with 
living dead ref- 
erences, both 
visual and ver- 
bal — of partic- 
ular note is a 
house party 
early in the 
proceedings 
that features a 
makeup artist 
on bathroom 
duty who turns every guest into a zombie, 
gratis. Alas, the horror allusions trail off in 
the back half as the story turns into a glori- 
fied propaganda pamphlet for the Comic 
Book Legal Defense Fund. It’s great phan- 
tasmagoric fun while it lasts, though. 
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jekyll and Hyde Dramatized 
Martin A. Danahay and Alex Chisholm, eds. 

McFarland 

Textbooks are normally as dry as the dust 
on Robert Louis Stevenson’s bones, and 
Jekyll and Hyde Dramatized is no great 
exception. But at least editors Martin A. 
Danahay and Alex Chisholm’s scholarly 
approach to their subject — the history of 
19th century stage actor Richard Mansfield’s 
multiple dramatizations of Stevenson’s book 
The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde 
- is not completely indifferent to the needs 
of good storytelling. 

Through biographical excerpts, reviews 
and period interviews, Mansfield emerges as 
our protagonist. An ambitious A-type person- 
ality prone to financial disaster, he was a 
stage actor who became a star at home in 
America but longed to tread London’s boards 
with equal renown. Unfortunately for Mans- 
field, his attempts to become a dramatic lead- 
ing man were hampered by the public’s love 
of his lighter plays, especially a popular 
“romance” called Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. 

So far so boring perhaps, but Mansfield 
brought Jekyll to the London stage in the 
autumn of 1888, just as a madman began 
wreaking havoc in the slum of Whitechapel. 
Jack? the Ripper was stalking the city’s 
prosties while Mansfield was scaring well- 
to-do audiences with this portrait of a good 
scientist exploring his evil side. Thanks to 
constant media coverage and an atmosphere 
of hysteria, the boundaries between fiction 


and reality seem to have broken down in 
this particular place and time, leading both 
to Mansfield being named as a suspect in 
the killings and Jekyll and Hyde being con- 
flated with “Saucy Jack” in the public’s 
mind. 

Mansfield’s situation has many modem 
parallels including, in the editors’ words, 
“the pernicious influence of popular enter- 
tainment.” The actor — who transformed 
from Jekyll to Hyde on stage through bodi- 
ly contortion, lighting and rudimentary spe- 
cial effects — genuinely terrified audiences, 
and some newspapers even suggested the 
killer had been influenced by Mansfield’s 
work. 

Danahay and Chisholm are ultimately 
scholars, though, not dramatists, so their 
footnotes, appendices and solid research - 
while impressive and no doubt accurate - 
make for tough slogging. There’s a juicy 
story here, but I think I’ll wait for the 
ClifFsNotes version. 

Sean Plummer 

The cinema of John 

carpenter: The Technique 
of Terror 

Ian Conrich and David Woods, eds. 

Wallflower Press 

In case you needed proof of John Carpen- 
ter’s iconic status, this is the third book 
about him we’ve reviewed in four years. 
The reigning champ remains John Carpen- 
ter: Prince of Darkness by Gilles Boulanger 


(Silman-James Press, RM#36), but there’s a 
lot to recommend in this new collection of 
essays providing you can get past some 
major roadblocks. 

For one thing, it’s written entirely by aca- 
demics - most of them British - so the prose 
is dryer than a Baptist Sunday school picnic 
in the Mojave. And true to form, the acade- 
mics in question are frequently prone to 
self-indulgent navel-gazing and the tenden- 
cy to fabricate ridiculous subtexts; chief 
among these the long-standing mislabelling 
of Carpenter as some kind of closet conser- 
vative, despite the fact that virtually all his 
films depict big, authoritarian institutions 
(government, law enforcement, corpora- 
tions, the church) as corrupt, impotent and 
incompetent. 

Nor are these eggheads immune to spasm- 
inducing grammatical and stylistic clunkers, 
but should you be prepared to bravely sol- 
dier on, your rewards will be manifold. 
Among the sundry revelations herein, we 
have Carpenter’s pronounced distaste for 
the 1:85:1 aspect ratio, puzzling given that 
it was preferred by his two main influences, 
Alfred Hitchcock and Howard Hawks. 
Another is the director’s seemingly contra- 
dictory fantasy about travelling back in time 
to work for the big studios during the ’40s, 
despite his own legendary clashes with pro- 
ducers and executives over matters of cre- 
ative control. 

From the Department of Redundancy 
Department, two chapters are devoted to 
examining Carpenter’s long-standing 
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Joe Coleman 

Fantagraphics Books 

Rue Morgue favourite psy- - j 

chotic painter and perfor- . ' 1 0 '• § 

mance artist Joe Coleman 7, - , 

presents four true crime | 
tales about the lives of select W is** 

social misfits and serial > . 

killers. Illustrated with his lit- 
tle-known sequential black and white art, Muzzlers is 
full of violence, madness and intrigue. And though it 
bears the appearance of a “Big Little Book”, trust us, 
this one ain’t for the kids. 

Jovanka Vuckovic 



The Cinema of John Carpenter: Absorbingly obtuse. 


Edward Lee gHIlUJIll lIJinW^ H 

Leisure Horror 

Author Edward Lee’s latest is a W., 
ceaseless thrill ride of unrelent- / i ,,, 0 3 

ing violence fueled by pure Hell- ... , 

spawned evil, assaulting read- iSIWli IJfl' 
ers with some of the most sex- 1 1 1 jjQ] |j |||j il l j 

ually depraved horrors imagin- ■ 

able. Flesh Gothic tells the story 
of a journalist, an ex-cop and a group of psychics who 
find themselves struggling to uncover what really 
happened at Hildreth House on the night of the blood- 
soaked orgy and mass slaughter that followed. 

Monica S. Kuebler 


Fredrick Stromberg (OW OT %i 

Fantagraphics Books Jsl 

Stromberg chronicles the _ ggf 

depiction of the Prince of * ISL ^7 

Darkness, Hell, the myth of 
Faust and the like in comics 

through history. The enter- — — — — 1—1 

taining book is divided into nine thematic chapters 
with brief essays accompanied by representative 
panels illustrating the Devil’s appearance in popular 
titles like Preacher and Hellblazer as well as Dilbert 
and Donald Duc/d Sell your soul for a copy. 

Jovanka Vuckovic 


friendship and working relationship with 
actor Kurt Russell, and the succession of 
John Wayne/Clint Eastwood-types (Snake 
Plissken, R.J. MacReady and Jack Burton) 
he’s portrayed in Carpenter’s films. All in 
all an absorbing read, if occasionally as 
obtuse as Tori Amos on mushrooms. Get 
your hip waders on. 

John W. Bowen 

The Book of Renfield: 
a gospel of Dracula 
Tim Lucas 

Touchstone Books 

If you ever finished reading Dracula and 
thought, “That Renfield, what’s his deal?”, 
this book is for you. It’s a retelling of 
Stoker’s tale through the “lost” journal 
entries of Dr. John Seward, as recovered 
by Seward’s great-great grandson. While 
the plot will be familiar to almost anyone 
who’s read or seen Dracula, or even eaten 
Count Chocula cereal, this version focuses 
on the never-before-told life story of the 
fly-eating madman. 

Author Tim Lucas does a very good job 
of replicating Stoker’s style; his new 
Seward journal entries include some 
excerpts from the original book, and these 
blend most remarkably. What he doesn’t 
manage quite so well is turning these notes 
into a compelling new novel. Gregory 
Maguire’s Wicked - a version of the Wiz- 



ard of Oz from the Wicked Witch’s point 
of view - is an excellent example of a 
book that draws from a popular story and 
turns it into something fresh. But Renfield 
just isn’t that interesting when he’s not a 
sideline kook. 

Lucas attempts to explain what turned 
him into the submissive lunatic we met in 
Dracula, so we learn about his sad child- 
hood (shuttled from one foster home to 
another), and his early obsession with ani- 
mals (caring for them, not eating them) in 
transcripts of lengthy doctor-patient ses- 
sions. Sometimes he goes off on religious 
rants, but in two months of confessing he 
hardly mentions The Master. There’s a 
serious Lord of Darkness deficiency here. 

Now, that Dr. Seward, he’s interesting. 
When he’s not quizzing Renfield he’s get- 
ting into trouble with Arthur and Quincy at 
brothels and becoming hooked on nar- 
cotics. Alas, it’s not the Book of Seward. 
Why it ends with him and not Renfield 
then, I’m not quite sure. 

Lucas does delve into intriguing bits of 
fantasy, suggesting that Renfield was 
under the influence of mystical forces 
before he ever met the Count. And if you 
haven’t read Dracula in a while, it’s a fun 
way to revisit its characters and answer 
“whatever happened to?” But like so many 
TV spin-offs, it just doesn’t compare to the 
original. 

Liisa Ladouceur 
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Too often modern horror fiction is given the freak treatment by academics who’d rather embrace time- 
honoured classics than newer literary nightmares. Studies In Modem Horror, a new journal dedicated 
to contemporary genre tales, promises to change all that with a scholarly approach designed to let the 
monster out of the closet and into the halls of the Ivory Tower. 

Pishing horror lit 



W hy are Mary Shelley’s 
Frankenstein and the 
works of Edgar Allan Poe on 
shelves alongside some of the 
most esteemed and celebrated 
non-genre fiction out there, 
when the modern horror novel is 
shunned from those ranks, con- 
sidered throw-away fiction by 
most academics? Is this simply 
because the tried and true fiction 
of the past is a “known” variable 
- a safe bet long ago accepted 
into the classic literary canon - or is the modern 
genre tale genuinely undeserving of scholarly 
dissection and recognition? 

NGChristakos, a New Paltz, NY-based acade- 
mic who developed a passion for genre litera- 
ture after reading H.P. Lovecraft’s Supernatural 
Horror in Literature , discovered the answer to 
that question in the early short story collections 
of Clive Barker. Barker’s ability to craft horror 
tales filled with symbolism and poetic verse 
convinced him that modern horror was viable as 
a serious literary form. So, in 2003 the former 
professor - who goes by only the aforemen- 
tioned moniker - launched the quarterly acade- 
mic journal Studies In Modern Horror with a 
modest print run of 250. 

“The journal [is] aimed at both the scholar and 
the casual reader of contemporary weird fic- 
tion,” NGChristakos told Rue Morgue. "We pro- 
vide speculative critical essays that should 
appeal to everyone. I want academics and fans 
to be able to re-read any of the rich output with- 
in the genre from the last 30 years with fresh 
eyes and new insights.” 

NGChristakos, whose background is in classic 
literature and who now serves as editor, adds 


some of their favourite works with 
a deeper understanding of both the 
tale and the author. Each 30 to 40 
page volume strives to expose the 
reader to previously unexplored 
facets of popular and acclaimed, 
but occasionally commercially 
overlooked, genre works. 

The now out-of-print introducto- 
ry issue was devoted in its entirety 
to Jack Ketchum. It contained an 
intro editorial and three critical 
essays about the author’s works, 
and was released with companion compendium 
Jack Ketchum: A Selected Bibliography. 
NGChristakos notes that the accomplished dis- 
play of diversity of the author’s then-new short 
fiction anthology Peaceable King- 
dom (which went on to win the 2003 
Bram Stoker Award for best collec- 
tion) made him an ideal candidate 
for the inaugural release. 

The last issue, Studies #3, 
includes an essay exploring the 
relationship between Clive Barker's 
The Thief of Always and the ancient 
rites of passage that ushered boys 
to manhood. The previous issue fea- 
tured essayist Stephen Hantke’s 
observations regarding the “forma- 
tion of a horror genre canon within academia”, 
as well as Ramsey Campbell (The Darkest Part 
of the Woods), Michael Oliveri (Deadliest of the 
Species) and short story scribe Michael T. 
Huyck, Jr. individually assessing the question of 
influence within the evolution of horror literature 
(H.P. Lovecraft, Stephen King and Richard Lay- 
mon all get due mention). 

“What fascinates me isn’t that literature is 




that he hopes the books will help fans revisit dissected,” NGChristakos explains “but rather 


by Monica S. Kuebler 

that the examination of 
contemporary literature 
isn’t undertaken more fre- 
quently. You’re dealing 
with, for the most part, 
authors that are still living 
and can actually engage in 
a dialogue surrounding 
their works; they can con- 
firm or deny supposition 
that are made. Imagine if 
Lovecraft’s contemporaries had catalogued him 
with any sort of veracity. If they did, then per- 
haps the study of him wouldn’t have been set 
back 40 years.” 

With a bolstered print run upwards of 1000 
copies per issue, now on par with other special- 
ty academic publications, Studies #4 will include 
an in-depth essay on oft-over- 
looked horror scribe Thomas Ligotti 
(Noctuarfl, and an examination of 
the “new weird tale” (a.k.a. trickster 
literature: a brand of storytelling in 
which themes that are traditionally 
considered lowbrow are treated as 
highbrow by use of elevated lan- 
guage and metaphor in the tale’s 
construction). Following that, Stud- 
ies #5 will focus entirely on genre 
giant Stephen King. 

NGChristakos hopes Studies In Modern Horror 
will do more than just shed light on new horror 
literature; “Besides the obvious desire to prove 
the literary merits of horror fiction,” he says, “I 
am mainly concerned with elevating the expec- 
tations of the genre’s readership.” 

For more information on Studies In Modern 
Horror, to subscribe to the journal, or for a list of 
bookstores that currently stock it, visit: 
http://simh.seele-brennt.com. % 
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weird Tales 
Reprinted by Girasol Collectables 

www.girasolcollectables.com 


Girasol Collectables of Mississauga, Ontario have begun publishing 
excellent high-quality replicas of long-gone pulps (RM #44). These 
aren't just reprints of stories; the interiors and covers of the original 
magazines have been replicated in their entirety, complete with adver- 
tisements, artwork apd some frequently bizarre sidebars. Short of 
time travel, there ! s no better way to experience these great. stories and 
the era that brought them into being. 

This edition reprints in totality the March 1924 issue of Weird Tales, 
when the princely sum of 25 cents would get you not only the cover 
story The spirit Fakers Of Hermannstadt, a Houdini adventure reput- 
edly vyritten by the man himself, but fistfuls of pure pulp gold besides. 

Peppered . among two-fisted adventure stories in exotic lands (the 
hysterically po! itical ly-incorrect Yellow And White - “a truly remarkable 
story of Oriental mysticism") are some of the creepy yarns for which 
WeirdTales became justly famous, with titles to match. Stories like The 
Hermit Of Ghost Mountain. Ashes. The Toad and others are pretty stan- 
dard' shudder pulp fare, guaranteed to give 
I * pasty young boys the willies as they 

ffliPS 'Crouched uhder their blankets, reading by 

flashlight. 

But even they must' have sensed some- 
thing darker and Golder crawling up their 
spines as they turned the page toThe Rats 
In The Walls, by a relatively new author 
called H.P. Lqvecraft. There’s an indescrib- . 
ably gleeful sense of transportation one 
gets when turning these pages and read- 
ing this strange story, of mutant rodents 
and one man’s genetic tumble down his 
own family tree. Experienced in the con- 
text of his contemporaries, it’s even more apparent 
that there.- was something terrible and unique at work in Lovebraft’s 
mind, and this story stands head, shoulders, knees and toes, above 
everything e|se between these covers. 

More frightening than even this, though, . are the ads and sundry bits 
between the stories. There's some wonderful unsolicited “Advice o,n 
Marriage” from Rev. Dr. George F. Shepherd, who encourages the gen- 
tle reader not to ‘marry outside your own class, creed or color” lest 
disaster result (he'd probably read the manuscript for Yellow And White 
beforehand), and more than a few ads for mail-order .38 Specials, pre- 
sumably for times when more persuasion was necessary to convince 
heathens of their sins. The good old days indeed. 

Joseph O’Brien 


IV SPIRIT FAKERS 
of HERMAIWSTADT 


strange An^el: The otherworldly Life of 

Rocket scientist john whiteside parsons 
George Pendle 

Harcourt Inc. 

Strange Angel begins with the end, introducing us to John White- 
side Parsons - or what’s left of him - as a dying puddle of flesh 
courtesy of a deadly rocket accident, and then backtracks to uncov- 
er one of the strangest journeys in American science. Retracing the 
scientist’s life in exhaustive detail, author George Pendle offers a 
fascinating, if sometimes dry, account of a truly double life. 

Parsons, along with a small group of scientists at the California 
Institute of Technology in Pasadena, advanced the development of 
rocket science in the ’30s, 
when it was regarded as 
no more than the stuff of 
pulp fiction. Although 
initially laughed at by 
colleagues, their work, 
particularly Parsons’ 
experiments with solid 
state fuels, resulted in 
the founding the Jet 
Propulsion Laboratory, 
which eventually land- 
ed man on the moon. 

What really set Par- 
sons apart, though, 
was his secret life in 
the occult, as a devout 
follower of the black 
arts. 

Pendle thoroughly 
explores how Par- 
sons - around the 
same time his first test 
rockets thundered across the California desert — launched a bizarre 
personal trajectoryjoining a “church” called the Ordo Templii Ori- 
entis, which followed the tenets of Crowley’s Thelemic Law (“Do 
what thou wilst shall be the whole of the law.”) and indulged in 
socially unacceptable activities like spouse-swapping. 

A suave, charming man, Parsons eventually distanced himself 
from the group, but not for saner pastures. While developing Allied 
jets for WWn, he spent long sojourns in the desert believing he 
could invoke the coming of a female messiah through ancient 
incantations and strange rites involving pentagrams, blood and 
semen. His friend and partner, Ed Foreman, later claimed Parsons’ 
magic unleashed a terrifying whirlwind of banshees. 

To the rest of his peers. Parsons’ pursuits were viewed as charm- 
ing eccentricities, but in a field full of colourful personalities, the 
acclaimed scientist - who left evidence of his beliefs and practices 
in barely coherent tracts (including proclamations of being the 
Antichrist) - may have trumped them all. 

Zoltan Varadi 
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T ucked away in a pair of rooms in a non- 
descript building at the Philadelphia Col- 
lege of Physicians, you will find a cryptic 
chamber of skulls, deformed foetuses, pre- 
served tumors and twisted skeletons. Welcome 
to the medical curiosities of the Mutter Muse- 
um. 

The collection, which was moved several 
times before settling in its current location in 
1908, was founded back in 1859 when Dr. 
Thomas Dent Mutter, upon his retirement from 
Philadelphia’s Jefferson College of Medicine, 
bequeathed his personal collection of medical 
specimens, along with $30,000, to the Philadel- 
phia College of Physicians. Since its 
inception, the museum has grown 
with additions from the col- 
lege’s “pathological cabinet.” 

The original specimens 
were first employed by Mut- 
ter - also known as a med- 
ical pioneer who was the 
second to use ethyl ether 
anesthesia in surgery in the 
United States - as teaching aids 
for his courses. His collection, as 
much of a circus freak show attraction as it 
now seems, was at the forefront of pathology, 
helping to move the study of disease away from 
speculation and superstition and towards 
towards scientific fact. Though its infamy may 
call to horror heads seeking excitement 
(Rammstein used a photo from an exhibit on the 
cover of their album Mutter and The Murder City 
Devils penned a song called Midnight Service In 
The Mutter Museum), seeing the collection up 
close is a sobering experience. 

After a mere $1 0 USD admission fee, visitors 
wind through general medical history exhibits 
(some, like an overly large penile syringe, hint at 
things to come) that lead into the Museum’s 


first section. The room has high ceilings and is 
filled with a soft yellow light that bathes the 
wood and large glass cases housing the 
exhibits. A wide, open staircase descends into a 
basement. On this particular Sunday afternoon, 
about 60 people mill about the two floors, 
examining the contents, all under the gaze of 
stately 19th-century Philadelphia doctors, 
including Mutter himself, in the form of large oil 
paintings. Mutter’s portrait shows a young man 
(only twenty when he got his PhD from the Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania; only 48 when he died) 
with round, soft eyes and windblown, curly hair 
- a picture defeating sensational assumptions 
about the sort of man who would amass 
such a morbid collection. 

Among the first items visitors 
encounter are gynecological 
instruments from the 17th and 
1 8th centuries that strongly call 
to mind David Cronenberg’s 
Dead Ringers. These 
include large forceps that 
look like alien salad 
tongs, a sharp, arrow- h • 
shaped tool used for punc- , wj 
turing the heads of babies who die 
in labour, and long, dull hooks for > 

removing these babies from the 
mother's womb. 

Much of the rest of the first floor ., K 
is given over to newspaper clip- . jf^ 

pings and human skulls in multifar- jBf; 
ious states of destruction: skulls 
eroded by necrosis, skulls stippled w 
and pockmarked, and skulls eaten l 
away and cratered by syphilis. The 
highlight is a glass case housing a col- 
lection of craniums from Europe, with the 
methods of death presented in captions that 
Edward Gorey might have written: “Suicide by 


gunshot wound of the heart, because of weari- 
ness of life.” “For crime of grave insubordina- 
tion.” “Died under the most cruel scourging.” 
“Died while imprisoned in a fortress.” “Rope 
walker. Died of... broken neck." 

But the black humour and morbid charm dis- 
sipate as visitors descend to the bottom floor, 
into something akin to the maddest of mad sci- 
entist laboratories. Here, more extreme speci- 
mens of the Victorian age are housed: wax and 
plaster casts of facial tuberculosis, noses eaten 
away by disease, drawers filled with swallowed 
pins and bullets, and even a preserved breast 
tumor. The obligatory brains in jars are also in 
full view. 



Wax model of a human horn, successfully removed in the early 19th c. after six-years growth. 


The 
formaldehyde 
has turned these 
tiny bodies 
extremely pale and 
supple, as if made 
of soggy dough. 
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Photo credits: Jack Ramsdale (main gallery, wax bust): Rosamond Purcell ( facial sections): Arne Svenson (brain in jar). 



But you will find the Mutter Museum’s most 
ghastly items housed along the walls, in small 
jars filled with formaldehyde. Here are row upon 
row of deformed figures - from conjoined twins 
to extra-uterine pregnancies to those born with- 
out legs. A row of tadpole-like embryos are dis- 
played to detail human development from eight 
weeks to nineteen weeks - even at eleven 
weeks, the curled body is no bigger than a 
man’s thumb. 

A pair of twins stand conjoined at both the rib 
cage and misshapen skull, and an inscription 
tells us that they shared a chest and an over- 
sized mouth, but had two distinct tongues. In 
another jar, a child born without a jaw is sus- 
pended in liquid, its soft tuft of hair floating 
above its head. Visible through the hair and fluid 
are seams, perhaps made by autopsy, that 
make the head look like a grotesque Franken- 
stein-like baseball. The formaldehyde has 
turned these tiny bodies extremely pale and 
supple, as if made of soggy dough. 

There’s a palpable sense of suffering in the 
specimens that removes the usual cartoon irony 
of a mad scientist’s laboratory. Perhaps the 
most valuable thing a visitor to the Mutter will 
take with them is a greater appreciation of the 
fragility of our bodies, and our luck to be born 
into a time with quality nutrition and health 
care. Thanks to this, far fewer of us will run the 
risk of tuberculosis infecting our bones or being 
born with our legs fused into a single limb. 
Many of the specimens exist as archaic testa- 
ments to a time when humans had a slipperier 
hold over nature. 

Despite the surrounding grotesqueries, how- 
ever, a surprising amount of smiles and laugh- 
ter fill these rooms. There are couples in their 
twenties, tourists from all over the world, and 
even children as young as six or seven attract- 
ed to the Mutter Museum’s quiet horrors. 
Though the exhibits can make any human being 
pause for thought, there’s no denying the plea- 
sures of a morbid curiosity fulfilled. 

The Mutter Museum is located at 
19 South 22nd Street in Philadelphia. Find 
out more about the museum online at 
www.collphyphil.org/muttpg1.shtml or by 
calling 215-563-3737x21 1 . S 



Top: view of the main gallery, and (bottom) two coronal sections of the face. 
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Christmas came early this year when CANNIBAL FEROX, one of the most notorious and 
offensive films ever made, got the deluxe DVD treatment courtesy of Sazuma Productions. 



CANNIBAL FEROX ULTRABIT 
LIMITED EDITION TIN (1981) DVD 

Starring Lorraine de Selle, Bryan Redford 
and John Morghen 

Written and directed by Umberto Lenzi 
Sazuma Productions 

Although he made more than 60 films in a 
variety of genres, Umberto Lenzi will best be 
known as the godfather of the notorious Italian 
cannibal cycle. Lenzi’s Man From Deep River (II 
paesedel sesso selvagio, 1 972) is the first can- 
nibal film and the template for the genre, mod- 
eled after the successful mondo films of 
Gualtiero Jacopetti and Franco Prosperi 
(RM#37). Like the mondo, cannibal films juxta- 
pose the savagery of primitive cultures against 
the cruelty of modern civilization, purposefully 
muddling fact and fiction by purporting to be 
based on actual events and by including shock- 
ing, staged footage of stone-age practices and 
genuine animal slaughter to bolster the illusion 
of realism. 

Based on the financial success of Man From 
Deep River, Lenzi was approached for a sequel 
but declined in favour of Ruggero Deodato, who 
made Jungle Holocaust (Ultimo mondo canni- 
bale ,1 977). Deodato later built upon that film for 
Cannibal Holocaust (1 979), considered the artis- 
tic acme of the genre. Inspired by the Jonestown 
massacre of 1978, Lenzi returned to the canni- 
bal genre with Eaten Alive (Mangiati vivi, 1980), 


pure exploitation riddled 
with crude gore effects 
and cruel sexual situa- 
tions. As if those aspects 
weren’t cheap enough, 
Lenzi not only recycled 
actors from the genre - 
casting Ivan Rassimov 
and Me Me Lai (Man from 
Deep River, Jungle Holo- 
caust), and Robert Ker- 
man (Cannibal Holocaust) 
- he also padded the 
movie with footage from 
earlier cannibal films. For 
his next movie, Lenzi 
moved from the jungles of 
Borneo and Ceylon to the 
green inferno of Columbia. 

Cannibal Ferox is the last true cannibal film 
and fittingly the most trashy and mean-spirited. 
Gloria (de Selle) is a graduate student whose 
doctoral thesis on the myth of cannibalism 
brings her to the jungles of Columbia, along with 
her brother and a girlfriend. Lost in the jungle, 
they encounter a pair of coke-addled drug deal- 
ers on the run from a tribe of vengeful cannibals 
who quickly capture the hapless Americans and 
subject them to bloody retribution. 

If Man From Deep River is about desperation 
and Eaten Alive is about sex, then Cannibal 
Ferox is about violence. Animals are graphical- 
ly slaughtered, eyes are gouged out, dicks are 
lopped off, a woman is strung up by her tits and 
Morghen’s brains are devoured in loving detail, 
backed by fantastic disco music. There is no 
better film with which to indulge the inner 
sadist! 

Due to a brilliant 1 986 VHS release by Thriller 
Video (“Banned in 31 countries!”, including Rue 
Morgue's own backyard at one time), the reti- 
tled Make Them Die Slowly served as a gate- 
way film to the delirious joys of pasta splatter 
for many a neophyte gorehound. The uncut, 
open-matte Thriller tape began with a warning 
screen and the new title superimposed over the 
original, tacked on by American distributor 
Aquarius Releasing. The extras-packed 2000 
Grindhouse Releasing DVD added the voice- 
over to the warning screen heard in the Ameri- 




can trailer but restored the 
original title. However that 
disc was a disappoint- 
ment, presenting a dark, 
grainy and damaged print 
matted to an aspect ratio 
of 1.85:1. 

The new PAL Sazuma 
import DVD, however, is a 
revelation, featuring a pris- 
tine and detailed new anamorphic Ultrabit 
transfer of the original print matted to 1 .78:1 , 
which the Italian lab that completed the trans- 
fer asserts is correct. Gone with the warning 
screen is the grain and print damage, as is the 
text identifying the “Rio delle Amazzoni". Extras 
are minimal; the disc includes English, Dutch, 
Swedish and Finnish subtitles, American, Ger- 
man and Italian trailers, and a text filmography 
for Lenzi. But what it may lack in extras is more 
than made up for in packaging. The disc is 
stored in a slim, clear plastic case that fits 
inside a hinged aluminum tin with an 
embossed cover. Included in a glossy envelope 
are a set of eight high-quality postcards, repro- 
ductions of the original German lobby cards. 

This Region 2 DVD is by far the definitive video 
release of the blackest sheep in Lenzi’s filmog- 
raphy, and an essential upgrade to any previous- 
ly existing version. Act fast, as it’s limited to 
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Nightmares & 
*& Fairytales 


Something horrible lias happened on 
Rne Royale. This summer Serena 
Valentino and Crab Scrambly begin 
the chronicles of the sad and terrible 
occurrences on a street of nightmares. 

Nightmares & Fairytales #13 

Coming this June from 
SLG Publishing 


vvww. slavelabor.com 
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AUDIO DROME 


REVIEWS BY CHRIS ALEXANDER. KEITH CARMAN, TOMB DRAGOMIR. 
ROD GUDINO AND AARON LUPTON. 



KING OF THE ANTS Soundtrack 
Bobby Johnston 

LA-LA LAND RECORDS 

Director Stuart (Re-Animatoi) Gor- 
don’s King of the Ants was less an 
outright horror test and more a vio- 
lent revenge drama with B-movie 
elements, but neither description is 
befitting of Bobby Johnston’s 
score. Based primarily in drum, 
bass and percussion, Johnston's 
soundtrack moves from exotic jazz, 
to militaristic drumming, to dark 
and disturbing keys. Normally, in a 
low-budget genre film score, you 
would expect a lot of synth-driven 
shocks, but Johnston has chosen 
to go with a more organic sound. 
Trying to guess what instruments 
he is using is half the fun, but ulti- 
mately the chill factor is pretty low 
and in the end isn’t that what real- 
ly matters? AL 



CHRIS ALEXANDER , s ™"> 

Even Insects Have 

Souls 

MERIDIAN MUSIC 

Musician, scribe, black-gloved 
beatnik, unsung champion of the 
genre and yes, schizoid cinephile, 
Chris Alexander is a man of many 
talents - all of them mad, all of 
them unquestionably, indispensably 


his. Divinely touched by the cathode 
glare of late-night celluloid, Alexan- 
der has fashioned his own cult of 
blood film worship complimented by 
yet another deranged hymnal to 
those trash treasures, aptly titled 
Even Insects Have Souls. And before 
you think that of course he’s gonna 
get a good review in Rue Morgue - 
the guy has his own column - don’t 
let your suspicions rob you of these 
beautifully interlaced synth sym- 
phonies to terror and madness. 
These sounds speak of lovely evil 
things, like mouths frozen in a rictus 
of pain and the sweet scent of blood 
in the open air. Where else are you 
gonna find odes to Let Sleeping 
Corpses Lie (on Don’t Open The 
Window), Argento’s Trauma, Lenzi’s 
Spasmo and Charles Band’s Para- 
site on one disc? RG ® 



ELECTRA-KILL Industrial 

The Death of Venus 292 

(WWW.ELECTRA-KILL.COM) 

Despite the desperate plea for 
attention that is the album cover, we 
had high hopes for Electra-Kill, 
being that it’s a new project by an 
ex-member of The Frankenstein 
Dragqueens From Planet 1 3 (easily 
the most badass transvestite horror 
punk band of the millennium). 
Unfortunately, it was not meant to 
be; Electra-Kill is nothing more than 
a pedestrian reinvention of Marilyn 
Manson with less than half the tal- 
ent. Mired with dark ditties about 
living in sin and burning in hell, 
there is nothing original about The 
Death of Venus 292 and one listen 
was more than enough. AL DOA 



THE RITA Noise 

The Bodies Bear Traces 
of Carnal Violence 

PACREC 

One of the greatest deaths in hor- 
ror history has to be seeing Johnny 
Morghen get his skull drilled in 
Fulci’s City of the Living Dead. Now 
close your eyes and picture that 
deliciously horrible sequence: 
screams and whirling drill bit 
aside, what would it sound like? 
Vancouver’s noise czars The Rita 
have managed to make music that 
is the aural equivalent to that most 
painful of piercings with their new 
two-track EP The Bodies Bear 
Traces of Carnal Violence. The title 


is a nod to Martino’s giallo classic 
Torso and, in fact, The Rita have 
sampled, slowed down and buried 
sound bites from a dozen or more 
Italo thrillers and boiled them to ear- 
bleeding perfection. This has to be 
the harshest, most violent and 
extreme exercise in noise that I’ve 
ever experienced. Makes Merzbow 
seem like Yo Yo Ma. Available from 
www.coldspring.co.uk 
CA $$$1/2 



MATTER Instrumental/Prog Rock 
Machete 

(INDEPENDENT) 

Slow shivers from the windy city, 
Matter’s Mike Madden and Ken Bop 



HALLOWMAS Punk 

October Burning 

COFFIN RECORDS 

Don’t you dare confuse these ghouls with 
the wrestling ruffians Aaron Lupton gra- 
ciously slagged here in the Drome back in 
RM#38. Boris Randal’s Hallowmas hail 
from Ohio, have only one “s” to their name 
and do their ass-kicking in the studio, 
where it counts. Co-produced by Killjoy of Necrophagia (who also lends 
his larynx to a cut called Violentella), October Burning scars up sixteen 
horror punk paeans of fright, including near classics Zodiac, From 
Beyond and We Are The Living Dead. And if Randal's pitch-perfect, beef- 
steak harmonies and that tough-but-swingin’ backbeat don’t set your 
veins aflame, October Burning will get you on a few metallic moments 
(Sleepy Hallow, Faust), a : 50s lovesick power ballad (The Pit) or making 
good on their WARNING that “Excessive spinning will cause this disc to 
grow all over you like mould on Stephen King in CreepshovV.” Old-time 
horror punk for an All Saints’ Day feast, thy name is Hallowmas. Check 
out http://hallowmascrypt.com. TD 
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SONGS 

FROM THE 

VIDEO 

DROME 



SILVERSCREAM Musical 
It Came From Planet X 

(WWW.SILVERSCREAM.ORG) 

This here is the review of the 
DVD of the movie of the musical 
about other movies, ya follow? A 
kitschy, choreographed kick at 
classic horror filmed in phony 
black and white, Silverscream's 
loosely-linked musical montages 
send up scenes from King Kong, 
The Texas Chainsaw Massacre, 
The Exorcist, A Nightmare on 
Elm St, Carrie and Psycho to 
name but a few. Put it this way, if 
you've ever found yourself re- 
imagining Herschel Gordon 
Lewis' Blood Feast as a groovy 
go go ghoul disco party with 
grisly severed limbs and plat- 
form boots, this is the musical 
for you! Where else can you hear 
The Wolf Man howl out a rock 
tune, see Nosferatu bite into a 
sinister slice of opera and wit- 
ness a horny Count Dracula get 
his palms on more bikini bot- 
toms in one song than Benny Hill 
did in over twenty years on 
BBC1 . And hey, this is neat: the 
good folks over at Planet X have 
me quoted on the front cover 
(from RM#40 ), but credited the 
wrong person for it! I tell ya, 
sometimes Tomb just gets no 
respect - minus half a skull! 
TD$SSl/2 


play fictional sci-fi/horror themes 
on things like the mellotron, bass 
guitar and theremin. Their ominous 
xylophones paint images of sinister 
caped men lurking (perhaps even 
dancing) around a shady English 
courtyard (Machete Matter) mes- 
merized with metrical bass and 
Eastern accoutrements (Weather 
Kings, Song Of Ming). Zanti Fried 
(an Outer Limits tribute) has a 
bunch of crazy spaceships flying 
around and a cryptic message 
from the commander of planet 
Zanti informing us that the misfits 
have been destroyed and the earth 
is saved again. Sharp, fey sounds 
from the dull edge of a blade, Mat- 
ter’s mystic Machete cuts gently 
but digs in deep where it counts. 
TD SSSl/2 



fill WIND Put® 

Fashion of Fear 

FIENDFORCE RECORDS 

After building up a steady reputa- 
tion as one of Canada’s better 
entries in the horror punk canon, 
Mr. Underhill has now adopted the 
moniker of their lead crooner Nim 
Vid, not unlike, urn, some other guy 
that used to be in a horror punk 
band you might have heard of 
called the Misfits. Fashion of Fear 
collects tracks from Mr. Underhill’s 
past as well as newer material that 
marks the band’s first stab at more 
diverse and progressive sounds. 
Uninitiated fiends will want to 
check out super-catchy old school 
numbers like Saturday Night 
Creepers and Killer Creature Dou- 
ble Feature. The newer material 
covers everything from Ramonesy 
punk rock to dark cow-punk and 
gothy new wave but suffers from 
trying too many genres at once. 
Still, Fashion of Fear is more inter- 
esting than anything horror punk 
has been offering lately, and man, 
can that Nim Vid croon. AL $$$$ 



THE HANGMEN Psychobilly 
Rock n’ Roll Freakshow 

JET 13 

The UK’s most eccentric psychos 
return with this four-track 7-inch EP 
named for their random killer-clown 
stage appearance. The Curse is a 
slow and menacing, down-tuned 
creeper, while Firewalker is a hella- 
cious psychobilly fist-pumper. Let 
There Be Drums boasts a country 
vibe while building terror and sus- 
pense through drummer Spoony’s 
skin pounding before the studio is 
actually destroyed on record. A live 
version of Play With Fire, a nasty 
cover of the classic Stones song 
rounds out this bone-white coloured 
slice of schlock ’n’ roll vinyl. Not 
amazing, but you have to respect 
The Hangmen for pushing psy- 
chobilly’s creative blood a little fur- 
ther while keeping it evil. AL &&& 



THE DARKEST OF THE Punk 
HILLSIDE THICKETS 

Great Old Ones 

DIVINE INDUSTRIES 

Darkest Of The Hillside Thickets are 
Canadian goofballs dedicated to 
promoting the literature of H.P. 
Lovecraft through punk rock. On 
Great Old Ones they dig up their 
out-of-print early ’90s recordings 
celebrating their obsession with 
Lovecraft’s pulpy horror through 
tracks like One Gilled Girl, Chunk, 
and fist-raiser Yog-Sothoth. Picking 
apart the Thickets’ quirky lyrics for 
references is fun, but once you get 
over that, there’s much to be 
desired in the band’s mix of ane- 
mic-sounding Ramones-style punk 
and bad ’90s alt rock. Maybe these 
tunes would be better left unhaunt- 
ed after all. AL % 



ICARUS WITCH Metai 

Roses On White Lace 

MAGICK 

Dedicated to mid-’80s shock rock 
as perfected by Alice Cooper (whom 
these guys cover and for which the 
EP is named) with a touch of Iron 
Maiden’s crisp production and 
meticulous riff interplay, Icarus Witch 
are dated. But in some kitschy way, 
it still works. Roses On White Lace 
makes you sneer and bop away 
despite the overzealous crooner of a 
frontman. Lyrically, other than the 
Cooper song’s gruesome relation of 
beheading your own bride, the 
majority of Icarus Witch’s imagery 
could be found on a set of Magic 
cards: sagas heavily steeped in 
mythology and scaly creatures in a 
Thundercats setting kinda shit. That 
might be scary to an eight-year-old, 
but then again so are My Chemical 
Romance. KC && 



LORD GORE Death Metal 

Resickened 

RAZORBACK RECORDS 

Think of the sleaziest, most disturb- 
ing film you’ve ever seen; chances 
are the members of Lord Gore have 
seen it way too many times. Buried 
in the grinding old school death 
metal of Autopsy and Carcass (both 
R.I.P.), Resickened serves up thirteen 
tracks dedicated to murder, gore, 
and eating and loving the dead. If 
you’re at all familiar with the gore 
metal genre in general (Exhumed, 
Regurgitate) or Razorback Records 
in particular, then you probably 
already know what Lord Gore has to 
offer. Luckily they add some mid- 
paced breakdowns to the blast beat 
bludgeoning to make this one of the 
catchier death metal albums in 
(very) recent memory. 

AL SSSl/2 
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Former Murderdolls vocalist WEDNESDAY 13 strikes out on his own with Transylvania 90210 
a tongue-in-cheek album that blends B-movie schlock with the trashy riFFs oF Motley Crue. 


by Keith Carman 


4 ■ can remember every detail, relates 

I singer Wednesday 13 regarding his ini- 

| tiation into the world of horror. “I was 
just a little kid watching Friday The 13th Part 
3, sitting in my room with a cold sweat and 
my covers pulled up to my nose, just waiting 
for the door to be busted down and an axe to 
come through my head. That shaped it all.” 

After putting his horror rock creation 
Frankenstein Drag Queens on hold, 13 gar- 
nered global recognition as the PVC-engulfed 
frontman for The Murderdolls - a poppy, glam 
rock outfit that blended the sexiness of Tura 
Satana in Faster Pussycat, Kill Kill with 
something out of W.A.S.P. singer Blackie Law- 
less’ closet (see RM#29). Last year 1 3 took 
his “death is fashionable" dogma one step 
further with a line of clothing called 13 Dead 
Kids, and now the glam rock ghoul’s gone 
solo with a new album affectionately titled 
Transylvania 90210: Songs of Death, Dying 
and the Dead from Roadrunner Records. 

Not surprisingly, the album is an homage to 
the schtick-laden world of B-flicks, an avenue 
for 1 3 to regale listeners with the dark side of 
his brain: a place where Death is elected 
President, naughty children are buried at 
Christmas and ultimate love is professed 
through murder. Naturally, each of these Jack 
Skellington wet dream tales are delivered 
with tongue planted firmly in corpse-painted 
cheek. ' 

“I draw from movies; I’ll take a film title and 
make my story around it,” explains 13. 
“These songs are just really bad B-movies, 
there is no message. There’s a song about a 
kid whose dying wish is to just hang out with 
Vincent Price for eternity, for crying out loud.” 

Assisted by bassist Kid Kid, guitarist Pig 
and drummer Ghastly, the band’s aesthetic 
may seem goth chic but 13 maintains their 
look stems from a fusion of Alice Cooper and 
Motley Crue and, like those bands, they just 
want to be adored for their blend of horrific 
imagery and upbeat rifting or, as he puts it, to 
be “as fun as Return of the Living Dead.” 

“We’re serious about what we do, but we’re 
okay to laugh at ourselves,” he says. “If you 
can laugh at a guy jumping into a crematory 
kiln, then you should be able to laugh at Tran- 
sylvania 90210." 


This is former Murderdolls singer Wednesday 13’s sonic 
homage to every brain-rotting, radiation-inducing minute 
spent hypnotized by the flicker of TV’s soothing, surrogate 
glow. Transylvania 90210 brings fun to the funeral with 
fourteen shocking episodes of heavy metal horror. By now 
you may have heard the radio-ready I Walked With A 
Zombie (the only obvious comparison to Wednesday’s former band), but elsewhere he gives Rob 
Zombie a run for his money (Look What The Bats Dragged In), brings Southern swing to Buried By 
Christmas, tenders a Mansonesque political anthem (Elect Death For President) and sings about 
hangin’ out with the ghost of Vincent Price. Put it this way, if Alice Cooper is the Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre of music, then Wednesday 1 3 might be considered the House of 1000 Corpses. If you’re 
old enough to remember what Cooper looked like in a tight white jumpsuit, you might still get off _ 
on 90210's self-aware, MTV-modern, throwback horror hits. TD 
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GAMES REVIEWED BY ADDHEW 1!E 


HIGHEST RATING IS THREE 


GLOOM 

Card Game 

Atlas Games 


Ever wanted to harm your own family? Sure you 
have, and now you can with this kid-friendly card 
game that allows you to heap tragedy and misery on 
your own kin before shuffling them off to the next 
world... incredible! In Gloom , two to four players gel 
to first choose their domestic relations - from a gem 
pool of circus freaks and inbred blue bloods! The objei 
of the game is to lower their Self-Worth scores by 
ing all kinds of ill will cards on them like Mocked 
Midgets or Pursued By Poodles, all the while trying to 
cheer up your opponents with marriages and other happy occasions that 
pile on positive points. Gloom is worth picking up just for the innovative 
cards, which are transparent and neatly display all the suffering heaped 
on individual family members. Brilliant! 


DOOM: THE BOARD GAME 

Board Game 

Fantasy Flight Games 

When every crappy board game out there is getting a video game 
make-over it’s refreshing to see Fantasy Flight Games kick it ass-back- 
wards with a Doom board game. Two to four players choose between 
teams of Marines while one person plays the Invaders. Doom is about 
killing monsters and the designers did an amazing job capturing the look 
and feel of the video game, with easy to read reference sheets, high 
quality playing cards and heavy-stock cardboard mapping tiles which 
will outlast many a bloodsoaked battle. “Doom Dice" dole out damage, 
range, aim and the ammo spent by ferocious weapons like the Plasma 
Gun. Included are 66 plastic miniatures of everything from Marines and 
Hell Knights to the impressive Cyber Demons. Games last one to two 
hours until six Marines get fragged or a scenario is completed. Check 
www.fantasyflightgames.com for updates and new levels. Grab your 
brain bucket; the zombie shitstorm is about to hit! 

CONSTANTINE 

PS2 I XBox I PC 

THQ 

Being a huge fan of the Hellblazer comic book, it’s a real shame to see 
John Constantine’s mischievous spark snuffed out by such a lacklustre 
game. Assuming the role of Johnny, players skulk through the seedy 
streets of LA trying to help a cop find out why her sister committed sui- 
cide. Every so often in this straight-forward shooter, Johnny has to tele- 
' port to Hell to complete a mundane task, like assembling a holy shotgun 
before - poof! - he's back in the City of Angels to slay baddies in a bowl- 
ing alley or somewhere equally insipid. Game controls are fairly smooth 
and the “True Sight” feature - an ability which allows you to uncover 
demonic possession and see anything hiding in the dark - helps liven up 
a bland offering at best. Anyone got a light? 


Goth rock weirdo Marilyn Manson 
and David “Why-did-l-quit-X-F/Ves?" 
Duchovny lend their voices to this 
first-person shooter where you play 
a soldier confronting mutant aliens 
trying to take over both Area-51 and 
your own freakin’ body. Commence 
probing! 

Pariah 

XBox 

Transporting a prisoner with a highly 
infectious disease sucks for a guy 
who used to be part of the military 
elite, and it gets even worse when he 
gets stuck on that wasteland of plan- 
et nobody wants to visit: Earth. 

Death ir. 

PSP 

Mr. and Mrs. Grim Reaper had a kid 
and, oh my, what a big scythe he 
has! As Death Jr, it’s time to step into 
daddy’s big black cloak and start 
reapin’ in the souls. But wear a scarf; 
apparently it gets cold when you’re 
nothing but a bag of bones. 

Destroy All Humans 

PS2 

You’ve been sent to Earth to infiltrate 
the human race and prepare them 
for harvesting. Will you empathize 
with our backwater planet or termi- 
nate them all with extreme preju- 
dice? The choice is yours, sicko. 
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^ CANADIAN NATIONAL HORROR EXPCV 


* TORONTO, GMUA^> 


Geledpity guests, autograph signings, parties, Q&A sessions, seminars and workshops, and a colossal selection oF videos 
and DVDs, books, comic books, toys, video games, movie memorabilia, anime, manga, trading cards, posters and tons more! 
For exhibitor info please contact Jody Infurnari at 905.473.2257 or e-mail jody@rue-morgue.com. Full guest list coming soon at 

WWIIIJME-MORGK.COM and WWIf.CANADIANNATIONALEXPOJ:OM 
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Equals 2 FREE Issues! MAMC! 

2 YEARS (20 issues): $1 09.95 □ 

Equals 6 FREE Issues! 
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2 YEARS (20 issues): $1 69.95 □ 

eeae err suescemm with issue # □ phohe: 


r 

Is your subscription 
for a friendP Check 
the box below and a gift 
card will be included 
with the first issue! 


PROYWCE/STATE: 


postal code/hp: 


Please send cheque or INTERNATIONAL money order payable to: MARRS MEDIA INC. 2926 Dnndas Street West, Toronto, ON M6P 1 Y8 

Please allow three to six weeks for delivery. 

PURCHASE INSTANTLY! RUE MORGUE ACCEPTS CREDIT CARD PAYMENTS @ WWW.RUE-MORGUE.COM. CLICK ON SHOPPE OF HORRORS! 
Offer expires May 31, 2005. 
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AMOK TIME 
2949 Hempstead TPK 
Levittown, NY 
516-520-0975 

www.amoktime.com 


COMIC EXPLOSION 
86 Centre SL 
Nutley, NJ 

Phone: 973-235-1336 


BARBARA'S BOOKSTORE 
1100 Lake St. 

Oak Park, IL 
Phone:708-848-9140 


THE COMIC MONSTORE 
1951 -B Jake Alexander Blvd. 
Salisbury, NC 
Phone. 704-636-0049 

comicmonstore@bellsouth.net 


DREAMHAVEN BOOKS 
912 W. Lake St. 

Minneapolis, MN 
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www.dreamhavenbooks.ee 
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HAPPY BATS CINEMA 
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www.darkdel.com 
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7 The HILARIOUS HOUSE 
OF FRIGHTENSTEIN! 


Canada - 1971 

Starring Billy Van, Fishka Rais and Vincent Price 
Directed by Rafael Markowitz 

CHCH-TV ^ ^ 


// merica has had more than its share of horror hosts over the years. Los 
' / is ' Angeles had Vampira and Elvira; Cleveland had Ghoulardi; New York had 
Zacherly; Detroit had Sir Graves Ghastly and St. Petersburg had Dr. Paul Bear- 
er. But in the entire stretch of Canadian heartland there was only one, beloved 
comedian and Toronto native Billy Van (RM#29). Every Saturday at 10am, 
immediately following Spiderman, Van would usher Canadian viewers into a 
variety show for kids, offering educational programming disguised as childish, 
monster-congested amusement. 

The Hilarious House of Frightenstein first aired in 1 971 on Hamilton, Ontario’s 
CHCH-TV and was co-written and directed by producer Rafael Markowitz, who 
structured his show as a series of educational comedy skits, unlike its Ameri- 
can counterparts which featured B-movie reruns. As a result, it became the only 
show of its kind to weave itself into the developmental fabric of an entire gen- 
eration of Canadian and some American viewers. Seeking to lend Frightenstein 
extra credibility and US network sales appeal, Markowitz asked none other than 
Vincent Price to shoot some brief cameos. The horror .thespian agreed and 
recorded all of his character’s segments - for a total of 1 30 episodes - in only 
four days, at a fraction of his normal rate. 

Price’s character, which was designed to be a kind of chorus of one, com- 
mented on the strange goings-ons at the castle without ever interacting with 
the rest of the characters, facilitating his quick entry and exit to the production. 
His monologues - which included props and goofy rhyming prose - were used 
to introduce the sketches, and gave the appearance that the Minister of Sinis- 
ter was a regular guest on the program. In editing, hundreds of sketches - 
recorded in a mere nine months - were stitched together with Price’s material 
and Canada’s first spookshow satire came into the world, alive and shrieking. 

Even with Price’s monumental presence, however, it was Van and his love- 
able characters who were at the heart of the show. A veteran of CBC sketch 
comedy (Nightcap, 1963; The Party Game, 1970), Van starred as the castle’s 
chief resident and host, The Count - a hapless vampire bedecked in tennis 
shoes with an exaggerated Slavic accent and a taste for pizza in place of 
blood - who tirelessly fails to reanimate his Frankenstein-like monster 
named Brucie (an Out Of Order sign regularly slung around its neck). 

Aided by his Hunchback servant Igor (Fishka Rais), and a small hand- 
ful of bumbling weirdos, Van played no less than ten of Castle Frighten- 


Billy Van: Canada’s singular horror host. 


stein’s culturally diverse tenants, including Grizelda the Ghastly 
Gourmet (the narcissistic castle cook), The Librarian (who creeps 
around his dusty, cobwebbed library consistently failing to terrify the 
kiddies with his ineffectual tales of terror), The Wolfman (who spins 
psychedelic mouldy oldies on EECH Radio somewhere deep within 
the bowels of the castle), and a host of other heteroclite humans 
and monsters. 

Some characters lampooned popular culture while others - 
including Dr. Pet Vet and The Professor (played by Julius Sumner 
Miller, an actual physics teacher who studied under Albert Einstein!) 
- offered valuable information with their ghoulish guffaws. 

Sadly, Billy Van passed away on January 6th, 2003. He was 
inducted into the CBC’s Alternative Canadian Walk of Fame this past 
March and is remembered as one of Canada’s best-loved comedi- 
ans and the country’s sole horror host. The show continues to run 
irregularly on various networks to this day, though the master tapes 
are distressingly rumoured to have been destroyed. 

Haunt www.frightenstein.ca and www.frightenstein.com for more 
info on this classic Canadian show and the upcoming Frightenstein 
Fest, the first related convention ever held, set to take place on Sat- 
urday, May 14th in Toronto, Ontario. RIP Billy Van. 

Jovanka Vuckovic 
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- VARIETY 

Tina’s family is brutally butchered, but Plates, played by War- 
wick Davis (Willow, Leprechaun, Harry Potter) Surgeon Gener- 
al, and Mom decide to keep her captive so that Brain, the sensi- 
tive member of the family, can finally have a girlfriend. What 
she discovers while she is held captive is this house of horrors is 
twisted, gory and often hilarious. 


DVD FEATURES 

AUDIO COMMENTARY • BEHIND THE SCENES 


'DVD FEATURES SUBJECT TO CHANGE 


AVAILABLE MAY 10 
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What starts as a night of ce 1 eb rat io rr fqT ■ tljfee. fr i ends 

ultimate test of survival when their car ffPtrafek down- on^jtrO ^^^@ *Heser^^ 
mountain road. 

The mystery grows further when they are joined by a ‘local deputy sheriff ari^ 
are stalked down the mountain by the ominous, probing headlights of a black 
Cadillac. It’s a terrifying race - man against machine... and Mother Nature’s 
most fearsome elements. 


Based on writer / director John Murlowski's own terrifying experience on a 
late-night road trip in January of 1983. 
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son The Big Time, Behind Enemy Lines, 
Saving Private Byan 


Coronado 
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PREVIEWS, MAKING OF FEATURETTE, DELETED 
SCENES AND OUTTAKES, DIRECTOR COMMENTARY 







FILM THREAT 


The fine line between fiction and reality is blurred when a serial killer uses a 
horror video rental to lure his next victim. What begins as just another teen 
slasher movie, transforms into a dark and disturbing journey through the mind 
of Max Parry, a charismatic wedding photographer with a taste for human flesh. 

DVD SPECIAL FEATURES 

Deleted Scenes • Featwette • Cast Auditions • Commentary with director and lead actor * The "Shoe Collector" short 
A serial hitler with a fascination tor Ids victim's shoes meets more than his match in stilettos 


AVAILABLE MARCH 15 
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ADD SOME FAMOUS KILLERS 
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Charles Starkweather, accompanied by his 14-year-old girlfriend Caril, terrorized America with a 
brutal killing spree that horrified Ihe entire country. Their serial killing resulted in 11 horrific 
human slaughters, as they unleashed their wrath through the states of Nebraska and Wyoming. 


This is the true story of America's most notorioi 
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the shocking true story that Inspired 
'TRUE ROMANCE’, 'KALIFDRNIA’ & 'NATURAL BORN KILLERS’ 


BHBREBDWL. 

HE WAS THE MOST EEAR10. 




IKiiii w* "n»aT 

l|MW| 

IliPPlM IP 


K%iW if 

L fli 11 rf . Ak 





’"in- 






UPC #807839001709 
, r Now — Available Soon 


UPC #807839001716 
i, Now — Available Soon 


UPC #807839001303 


UPC #807839001365 


UPC #807839001464 


ex-treme (ik-streem) adj. 

1. Extending far beyond the norm; 2. Of 
the greatest severity, drastic; 3. The 
greatest or utmost degree or point. 

Asia Extreme (A-zha ik-streem) n. 

The most daring and cutting-edge 
horror, thriller and action films from 
Japan, Korea, Hong Kong and around 
the world. 

Available at 

\ SUMCO/lST^ira 

The store for movie lovers. 

as well as other fine retail stores 
and www.asiaextremefilms.coml * ™ 
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